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INTRODUCTION. 




Ladies, 

To you I appeal first, not as a matter of 

• 

politeness, for I am not polite — nor as a compliment, 
for I am not complimentary — but as a matter of 
duty. If you desire the franchise, I think you ought 
to have it, and I — ^wish you may get it. If, with 
your winning ways and loving smiles, you keep on 
"grinding at the Mill," you may possibly (I wish 
I could say probably) succeed. 

Do not be prevailed on to read chapters 24 and 
28 of the following pages. 

Gentlemen, 

I appeal to your reason. Read this book, 
and profit by it. Do not let it lie idle on your 
table, but circulate it, and reduce the poor's rate. 



VI. 



Ladies and Gentlemen, 

If you read the following pages aright you 
will discover a serious meaning. If you do not 
discover this meaning you may conclude that you 
have not read them aright. 

It takes a wise man (which term includes woman) 
to make a good fool. You are wise. Therefore 
for this once condescend to become good fools. 

I am indebted to Mr. Thomas Gray for the 
Training Ship Boys* song "Homeward," to Mr. 
William Boys for the "Cat" song, and to Mr. 
M'Arthur for the " Blue Bottel" and " Father John." 
For the remainder I am responsible. 

It is right that I should be particular in stating 
distinctly that these songs were not written for this 
Book. Some of them were written years ago ; but 
as they have become my property, and I have secured 
the Copyright of them, I have exercised the privi- 
leges of ownership, and have inserted them in Diggles. 

The opinions of the writers of the songs must 
not be confounded with the opinions expressed in 
the Story of Diggles. 

Arthur de Cripp Elgate. 
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THE TRAGICAL HISTORY 



OF 



Samuel and Sarah Diggles, 



AND 



MISS MORTIMER. 



A LEGEND OF THE VICTORIA DOCKS. 




I.— SAMUEL DIGGLES. 

|AM DIGGLES he had both his eyes on the 
cock, 

Each side of his face at the other did mock, 
Twas indented besides with marks of small pock, 
And his nose bore a wart, and his hair it was shock, 
Knee breeches he wore, and a white cotton smock, 
And his back it was humped, and his knees they were 

knock, 
And he lived in a house near Victoria Dock, 
And was paid to attend to the gates of the lock. 
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His nose with die wait and the "buncle below it, 
Always gave him less trouble to smell with than 
blow it ; 

And altogether. 

With drink, dirt, and weather, 

His flesh was a cross 

Betwixt jelly and leather. 
And no simile is more appro-priate than it 
Resembled a mass of coarse, ugly, red granite. 



When he saw Madame Rachael about his phisog, 
That Jewess shrunk back as she would from a hog ; 
And exclaimed with abhorrence, I can't make him 

bootiM! 
His skin is so lumpy, and holey, and sootyful ! 



Of course these defects in his figure and feature 
Don't make him less worthy as our fellow-creature ; 

Altho' I must say, 

If you give me my way, 
I prefer one who's cleanly, and smartish, and spry, 
To a man with foul flesh and a cock in his eye. 
But then I am neither unchristian nor quizzical : 
Defects I condemn are immoral, not physical 
Mr. D. was a free, unenlightened Elector, 
Kept out of his vote by a brutal collector ; 
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And objected to taxing, 
With T/iTath ever waxing, 
If for payment of rates the collector kept '* axing." 

Yes, indeed, a bad man was this " lubberly Sam," 
He would smoke and he'd chew. 
And what is far worse, 
He would drink himself drunk, 
And he'd swear and he'd curse. 

And his sentences all were obscured by his " dam." 

Lost creature, he followed (both Church and State 
Swindlin') 

In theology, Bradlaugh ; in politics, Finlen. 




II.— SARAH DIGGLES. 

OW this frightful bad man had a partner in life, 
(In a fit of D. T. he had made her his wife). 

The angelic creature. 

In form and in feature. 
Was much like a figure I've often seen swing, 
O'er a low rag-shop door from an old iron ring, 
For a hat an old saucepan lid ijciade out of tin. 
And with hair black and curly, and drapery thin ; 
Or perhaps a resemblance more likely to tally. 
Is that of your relative, dear old Aunt Sally. 
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She'd been wild in her girlhood, and now had grown 

rusty j 
Her nose she had lost, and her temper was crusty. 
Sam tried to unravel the nuptial knot, but it 
Is easier a good deal to tie it, than cut it : 

So out of her alley, 

He took his wife Sally, 
And installed her as missus of his little chald. 

It is well to record that before she had caught him, her 
Name amongst Jack Tars was drunken Sal Mortimer ; 
With Jack Tars no longer she smirks and she giggles. 
For from this time henceforward she's Mistress Sam 
Diggles. 




III.— DOMESTIC BLISS. 

[ER notions of duty, and love, and obeying him. 
Were a constant desire to be scratching and 
flaying him ; 
And he in his turn, as he said with a curse^ 
Didn't take her for better, so would take her for worse. 
She soon lost her teeth by his constantly kicking her. 
And suffered in health by his constantly licking her. 
But you must not suppose, 
That the kicks and the blows, 
Were not sometimes returned 
With the interest earned ; 
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Or that Mr. Sammee 
Always got off scot free. 
For no, there's a law that folks call* compensation, 
It applies just the same to a person or nation ; 
The queen Isabella this truth should have learned, 
And then from her country she'd not have been 

spumed ; 
But so sadly for years has that Lady been going it, 
That her people are paying their grudge and not 

owing it. 
And take my word for it, and if alive then mark, 
The Toby of Pnissia will be tickled by Denmark. 
When Sammy lies ill of a fever or drunky-ness, 
Mrs. Diggles's temper replaces her funkiness ; 
Whilst pain or whilst anguish his temples are wringing, 
His minist'ring angel a poker is swinging ; 
Her turn is now come, and she knows it, she's lucky 
To get one more chance to pitch into her ducky. 
With a will she lays on, and right soundly she thrashes 

him, 
I fear, to be ijearer the truth, almost smashes him ; 
With the game in her hands, but a poor chance is 

his'n. 
When to finish the seance she seizes his " weasen," 
And lifts him, and twists him, and swears several 

swears, 
And pitches him neck and crop down the back stairs. 
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In the cellar he tumbles, 

Where he twists and he grumbles ; 

Poor Mr. Sam Diggles, 

He writhes and he wriggles . 

Five weeks and a day 

In great danger he lay. 
But at last, by the kind hand of nature restored, 
The domain he surveys once more owns him its lord ; 
He once more gets his strength, neither better nor 

wiser ; 
(When he finds Mistress Diggles I guess he*ll surprise 
her.) 




IV.— MISS MORTIMER. 

|ND now, gentle reader, your patience I pray. 
For Miss Mortimer's four-wheeler closes our 
way; 
Inside calmly sits Sarah Diggles's child, 
On the outside her baggage and boxes are piled* 
At the door of the Diggles's mansion she knocks. 
And the cabby hands down to her box after box. 
Whilst she waits to be answered, some apples she 

munches, 
And some walnuts she takes from her pocket and 

scrunches. 
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Euphemia, dear sweet, is a sprightly young female, 
With manners most gushing and voice like a he-male ; 
And there on the steps as she charmingly stands. 
She displays to advantage her hancles and *ands ; 
Her boots rather tightish, her big toes have poked 

through, 
Her yellow wool gloves her forefingers have roked 

through ; 
Fat and round is her face, of a cheesey complexion, 
And with both of her ears her mouth forms a con- 
nexion. 
Tremendous her chignon, her forehead quite shiny, 
Black and bushy her eyebrows, her nose flat and 

tiny, 
Most gorgeous her peplum, most gorgeous her gown. 
Yellow flowers in her bonnet from which bugles hang 
down, 

And a dirty net fall, and a check parasol ; 

And embroidery " trousers " completed the whole. 
Luggage, manner, and dress, 
Will have helped you to guess. 

That the lady described in this language so fervent. 

Is the curse of our lives, a smart " drab" of a servant. 
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v.— FILIAL LOVE. 

|FTER waiting an hour, and in flurry atid doubt. 
At fearing her relatives must both be out, 
She was turning to go, with a look of despair ; 
When distinctly she heard something move on the stair. 
She looked back, when the two, who'd had one of 

their scrimmages. 
Of a sudden appeared, like a pair of cracked images ; 
Ma's hair in disorder, pa's shirt sleeves all muddy, 
Both their garments were torn, both their faces were 

bloody. 
And as soon as these two are revealed to her sight, 
Extatic and boundless is Phene/s delight ; 
And in one of her gushes, 
At the couple she rushes. 
And before they can speak. 
Kisses mouth, nose, and cheek ; 
In her rapture she seizes them. 
And hugs them and squeezes them, 
Then to make herself pleasant, with one of her jokes. 
At their ribs with her parasol deftly she pokes : 
And after this fond and affectionate joking. 
She exclaims, her emotions, her utterance choking ; 
" Oh, Mar, you old funny, oh. Par, you dear sinner, 
I'm as hungry as blazes, do get me some dinner." 
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VI.— TREPIDATION. 




|HE had left her last place, and had not got 
another, 

Determined to spend a few weeks with her mother. 
Now the path of a glass to the lips, as you know, 
Is a ticklish and queer one, for glasses to go. 
By a slip of the hand, oftentimes they are sent 
From the lips to the floor, 'gainst the drinker's intent 
This allusion to glasses, for beer, wine, or ale. 
Has not any connection at all with my tale : 

But then it-« no eyesore, 

To lug in a wise saw ; 

But rather the ticket, 

Provided yeu stick it. 
In a part of the rhyme where it's easy to slip it, 
If the reader's a goose he's quite certain to skip it. 
Miss Pheney who stands there her parasol twitchin, ' 
Their lips has saluted^ but can't reach their kitchen. 
Now I certainly think it is not quite polite 
To appear at a friend's house without an invite. 
And expect to be met \sith a welcome and fed. 
And provided with washing, and candles, and bed. 

Mistress Diggles I find 

Was just of my mind ; 
So instead of a dinner, or bed, as she told her. 
All her daughter would get in that house was cold 
shoulder ; 
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As she looked at her head, and her eyes glared upon it, 
She screamed "just be oflf gal, or I'll have your 
bonnet" 




VIL— AVARICE, 

UT just at this pass, when her temper had 
biied up. 

She noticed the luggage the cabman had piled up ; 
And with prudence commendable then she bethought 

her. 
To stick to the luggage and take in her daughter. 
As soon as she finds it is owned by her chiy. 
She alters her language and draws it more mild ; 
Her frowns and her black looks at once she suppresses 
With well-disguised feelings her offspring caresses : 
Bids Sam take in the boxes, whose number and size, 
She regards with approval as well as surprise ; 
And by way of excuse for her previous rudeness, 
Her "peepers" she "blesses," and declares unto 

" goodness," 
That with manners so polished and figure so growfi, 
No daughter to mother could ever be known. 
She assures her on this point, her word she may trust. 
If a lie she is telling, she hopes she may " bust :" 
And to prove her assertion, her dinner she'll give her 
(Bread and cheese, and an onion, and fried bullock's 

liver ;) 



DIGGLES. 

And after to serve her as suction she brought her, 
A measure of spirits and jug of hot water ; 
While Miss ate and drank and displayed her fine 

. graces, 
Mamma bobbed about with derisive grimaces. 



IT 




VIII.— SAMUEL IS SMIT. 

• 

EAR reader, I fancy you ask with a smile. 
Sir Samuel, what has he done all this while ? 
Very little he'd done except stand at the door, 
Like the parrot, however, he'd thought all the more. 
He had placed himself there in the front of the house. 
As intent as a vulture, as still as a mouse ; 
For as soon as his eyes on Euphemia had lit. 
By an arrow from Cupid his waistcoat was hit, 
Or to be more expressive, his bosom was smit ; 
O'er his face a most frightful expression there flit 

And his lips he bit. 

And his brows he knit, 
And he looked like a man in a terrible fit. 
Or a devil got loose from the bottomless pit ; 
And the doom of his missus was finally writ. 
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IX.— THE LABOURER'S HUT, 

|HILE Miss sits stuffing at the humble board, 
And fills the vacuum abhorred by nature ; 
While Ma indulges in grimaces broad, 

Unknown, unheeded by the beauteous creature. 
While Sam is thinking of the girl adored. 

And scheming how to love him he shall teach her ; 
Around we gaze, and take a survey broad, 

Of house, andjoom, and yard, and spy out every 
feature. . 

The place they dwelt in was a four-roomed cot. 

Two rooms below, and .two above, were placed; 
In winter it was cold, in summer hot, , 

This side the water, that a tan-yard faced. 
No flower was there, not elen a flower-pot. 

The paper patched and dirty windows graced : 
Dead cats and refuse in. the l)ack-yard rot. 

And in the stagnant gutter rats each other chased. 

And now inside the dwelling we must peep, 
Through holes in broken tiles come drops of rain, 

Up treacherous stairs with weary tread we creep, 
The two top rooms our couple now retain. 

One room contains a bed, a dirty heap 
On which the Diggles's for years have lain, 
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I should say fought if to the truth I keep ; 

Mildew and dirt, and damp, the walls and ceiling 
stain. 
As we ascend be careful how you tread, 

Or in some hole or man-trap you will drop ; 
And when up stairs be sure and duck your head, 

Or doorways low will irritate its top. 
The floor with broken glass and grit is spread. 

The table has two legs, and has one prop ; 
Infirm the chairs ; with rust the grate is red. 

0*er floor, and bed, and chair, the fleas industrious hop. 

But now dark night her sable mantle spreads, 

Innumerable stars above us twinkle ; 
The amorous cat perambulates the leads, 

And dock, and ship, and yard, the dews besprinkle ; 
Good folks for many hours have kept their beds. 

Each one tucked in as snug as any winkle ; 
But Diggles, and our ladies bob their heads. 

And drink, and sing, and smoke, and pots and 
glasses tinkle. 



X.— SAMUEL AND EUPHEMIA SING. 

R. DIGGLES sat there, 
In a ricketty chair ; 



SI 



And his head bobbed about with a satisfied air : 
And quite jolly he was, and looked much like a monk 
Only rather less noisy, and not quite so drunk 
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As the Friars and fathers are said to have got, 
When they sat themselves down to their baccy and pot : 

His nose red and flabby, 

His lips wet and dabby. 
And his eyes small and round, made him look like an 
Abbd, 

Who'd sat down to dine, 

On a turkey and chine, 
And had eaten his fill, and had drunk too much wine. 

A clay he did wave, 

While he .trolled out this stave : 
I said " trolled " it, I ought to have said he did rave. 

Most horrible bellower, 

I've heard it sung mellower 
By a friend ; but my friend calls it, " Simon the 
Cellarer." 



A Song of the Second Crusade, 

"You're leaving old England to fight the bold Turk, 

And you sail o'er the sea ; 
The fighting you'll do is the holiest work j 

Father John at home safe will be ; 

Yes John at home praying will be. 
And varlets all lazy you leave here to work : 
When off with your arrow, and bow, and your spear; 
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To see the knaves work Father John he won't shirk : 
Father John will be left at home here, oh dear, dear. 

For Father John's a holy man, 
Who stays him at home and does — ^what he can. 

" And down in the cellar you leave nut-brown ale, 

And go sailing o'er the sea : 
To keep up supplies Father John he won't fail, 

For John at home safe will be ; 

Yes, John at home brewing will be. 
Fair maidens you're leaving all lonely to sigh. 
While you're off with your arrow, and bow, and your 

spear^ 
To please the dear girls Father John he will try. 
For John will be left at home here, oh dear, dear ; 

But Father John, the holiest man. 
Will stay him at home and will do— what he can. 

" And here when you're gone you will leave your 
babbee ; 
When you're away over the sea. 
And after the babbees the Friars will see — 
For John at home fondling will be. 
Yes, John at home fondling will be. 
Alone, my good man, you will leave your good wife. 
When you're off with your arrow, and bow, and your 
spear. 
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Right merrie she'll be and enjoy her good life, 
Oh ! John will be quite at home here, fine idea ! 

For Father John, the most holy of men, 
Will look to your wife and do — ^what he can." 

About half-past one, as the evening seemed long, 
Miss Pheney declared she must sing them a song ; 
And the one she would choose, was the one she loved 

well. 
It was done by the Mackney as " The Blue Bottel." 
The " Bottel " she referred to, was not the blue bottle. 
Connected so closely with poor Tommy Wattle. 
That fly, and poor Tom she looked on as a mystery, 
Whilst the hero she lauded is well known in history. 
Master Wattle's blue bottles, had six legs to tease men, 
Euphemia's blue bottles were known as policemen. 
Regardless of time and with voice thick and hoarse 
She warbled the charms of Sir Richard Mayne's force. 
Main force, some folks say, is allied with stupidity. 
And others assert it's allied with cupidity : 
What I much admire is its rigid stolidity, 
And attention polite to old ladies when fidgetty. 

But attend, for Miss Pheney the pewter now sips, 
And the following ditty escaped from her lips, 

Whilst her voice she fetches, 

Her fingers she stretches 



DIGGLES. 17 

O'er a torturing thing that I might get quite wordy on, 
The thing I refer to is called an accordeon : — 

S^e $kt §atkl 
A Parody on the Leather Bottel, 

" When I survey the world around, 
The wondrous people that are found, 
The gents that in the streets do walk, 
The men and boys that to me talk ; 
Well let them say whatever they can, 
They are friends to me and Mary Ann. 
So I hope his soul in heaven may dwell, 
Who first found out the Blue Bottel. 

** Now what do you say to the butcher boy rude ? 

Oh no, in faith, he cannot be good. 

For if my missus the bills don't pay. 

He will take himself off right clean away. 

Oh were he but a Blue Bottel ! 

With his curly hair I could love him well ; 

So I hope his soul in heaven may dwell, 

Who first found out the Blue Bottel. 

" Then what do you say to the footman fine ? 

Oh, he shall have no praise of mine, 

For if I look at his face and his calf, 

He never does nothing but leer and laugh. 



I 
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Oh were he but a Blue Bottel, 
With his leer and laugh I could love him well : 
So I wish his soul in heaven may dwell, 
Who first found out the Blue Bottel. 

" Then what do you say to the gardener free ? 

Oh, I will have nothing to do with he, 

For when I look at his legs and knees, 

They put me in mind of limbs of trees : 

Oh were he but a Blue Bottel, 

With such legs and knees I could love him well ; 

So I wish his soul in heaven may dwell, 

Who first found out the Blue Bottel. 

" Then what do you say to the guardsman fine ? 

Oh, he shall have much praise of mine. 

With his broad chest and uniform trim, 

I take a bit of a turn with him ; 

He is altogether most gallant and gay, 

But at half-past nine he runs away ; 

So I wish his soul in heaven may dwell. 

Who first found out the Blue Bottel. 

" Yes ; the Blue Bottel we know is good, 
And we know is fond of savoury food ; 
When a Blue Bottel is in the field, 
Soldier, and butcher, and all must yield. 
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And a Blue Bottel if nobod/s nigh 
Will moisten his lips whenever he's dry ; 
So I wish his soul in heaven may dwell, 
Who first found out the Blue Bottel. 

" At night the Blue Bottle comes in and sits, 
And has off joints the daintiest bits, 
The best of wine or of beer that is there. 
Is put on one side for the Blue Bottle's share. 
But if into the kitchen missus do drop, 
Blue Bottel runs off with jump and hop ; 
So I hope his soul in heaven may dwell. 
Who first found out the Blue Bottel. 

" And when the Blue Bottel at last grows bold, 
And no longer wishes to walk in the cold, 
He marries the maid, and they set up a store. 
Where potatoes, and coals, and sundry more 
Of odd things they sell, and get on quite well, 
And this is the end of the Blue Bottel. 
So I hope his soul in heaven may dwell, 
Who first found out the Blue Bottel." 

Sam, who his feelings no longer could smother. 
Thus addresses Miss M., disregarding her mother. 
" O Pheney, you beggar, my eyes, that's a jolly tale ; 
If sweet William but knew you, he'd cut Mrs. FoUy- 

taile, 
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Who, when pressed for the truth by the laws' wretched 

minion, 
Proved she wore her own back hair, which formed her 

own chignon." 
To enforce this fine sentiment Ke gave a wop 
With his fist on the table, but missing the top, 
Which I told you before was kept up by a prop. 
Table, candle, and all tumbled down with a flop, 
And just at that moment the candle went out, 
And there followed a most indescribable rout. 
Like a bull in a china shop floundering about ; 
And Miss Mortimer uttered a ghost of a shout. 
For there in the dark, 
Sam was up to a lark. 
With one of his arms round her neek he had bound 

her. 
And in giving his last kiss his nose almost " blound'** 
her. 

In due time, however, Mrs. D. got a light ; 
And the chairs, and the table, and things put all right. 
The two D.'s wept to bed, without saying their prayers. 
Whilst Miss M. in the kitchen reposed on some cho^irs. 

* N.B.— That this ought to be "blinded," I'm fully aware ; 
But it isn't : and seeing it's not, I don't care : 
For 'tis far more disgraceful to halt or to stammer 
In telling your tale than to sin against grammar. 
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XL— MRS. DIGGLES SELLS US. 

|T two o'clock a.m., when good folks sleep, 
And beetles o'er the floor in myriads creep, 
And parties dead, as every body knows, 
Stalk over fields, and lanes, without their clothes ; 
The candle on the hearth bums ghostly blue, 
(No, it's not lighted so that is'nt true) : — 
Sarah just turns, and finds that Samuel sleeps, 
Then fi*om her dirty bed she slyly creeps ; — 
And " like a guilty thing " she quaking stands, 
A rushlight kindles, shaded with her hands ; — 
And stealthily about the place she moves, 
With neck distended ready for the noose ; 
And stealthily she walks adross the floor, 
Noiseless her tread ; and opens wide the door, — 
Across the landing, then her way she takes. 
Holding her frightful head, which throbs and aches. 
Look on her there ! you see her eyeballs glisten. 
For at her daughter's door she stays to listen ; 
No sound within her timorous ear can catch ; 
Cautious she stands ; more cautious lifts the latch ; 
Impelled by frenzied rage, and hate, and gin, 
The door she opens and she squeezes in. 
Oh guilty, stay ! and pray do tliink about it. 
Don't steep yourself in guilt ! but do without it ! 
But no ; remorse and shame alike are lost ; 
The deed she'll do, nor reckons she the cost. 
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Revenge and hate seem in her bosom rife : 

She to the table goes, and takes a knife : 

Its edge is keen, like needle is the point, 

A weapon fit to sever joint from joint. 

The daughter sleeps, poor thing, she knows no fear ; 

Calmly she breathes, nor heeds the danger near. 

Her head has partly slipped from off the chair. 

Leaving her neck, and arms, and bosom bare. 

" Oh, wretched mother, 'tis your child you slay !** — 

Good Angels whisper, " Wretched mother, stay. 

Oh, wretched mother, 'tis your child who's sleeping ! 

Her body, nay, her soul, are in your keeping." — 

Our prayers are useless, oh, alas ! alas ! 

The act all shudder at must come to pass. 

The knife is raised ! the deadly aim is true ! 

And when it falls: — a cord is gashed right through ! 

And Mrs. D., both you and I thus far sells, 

Her daughter is quite safe, not so het parcels. 

The old wretch who has caused us so much of anxiety 

Is now humming a sort of supprest tur-li-i-ety. 

Ten boxes, four trunks, and three bundles, are turned 

out, 
A fresh light is lighted, the last one has burned out. 
As she severs, one after another, the strings. 
She mumbles, and jumbles, and tumbles, the things ; 
The whole of the property Miss had collected 
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Since with London blue bottles she had been con- 
nected. 

Four weeks, and two days, she had made herself 
rich in, 

With ten pounds a year, and the waste from the kit- 
chen. ' 




XII.— LORD ELGATE MORALISES. 

|IS a riddle to me, that I never can guess, 
Where our cook, and our housemaid procure 
such fine dress ; 
And my wife, Lady Elgate, is often declaring, 
As our cook on a Sunday goes out for an airing. 
And as she, my said wife, from the front window looks, 
Where she placidly sits to read very good books ; 
That those rubbishing creatures nobody can trust, 
That their ways, and their dress, she regards with 

disgust 
That the " thing" just gone out, with the flounces and 

furs. 
Is wearing a bonnet that's copied from her's. 
That she don't know whenever these matters will 

mend, 
That Gumming is right, the world is near its end. 
That she wishes no servant she'd want any more ; 
Every new one she gets is much worse than before. 
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That their burnings, and breakings, and ways almost 

ruin her ; 
That their rudeness and coarsenesses always are 

stewing her. 
She would like just two rooms, and she thinks she will 

try it, 
She is sure if she does so, she'll get peace and quiet. 
But, no, that won't do, as I really must see, 
For. besides her poor-self, there are children and me, 
And our little pug dog, and three parrots as well. 
Oh dear, after all, well, she really can't tell ; 
But supposes (wise wife) she must do like the rest. 
And of all our bad bargains, she must make the best. 
For you know she's a Briton, and encourages baccy. 
Her name's Angelina, but I call her " Quacky," 
Because she's a chirruping, kindly, good woman. 
And " love," " duck," and " angel," are woefully 

common. 
But about our concerns while we're having this chat. 
You ask me what old lady Diggles is at 



XIIL— THE CONTENTS OF MISS MORTIMER»S 

BOXES. 

OUR question is answered, just open the door. 
She is busy, all round her, and heaped on the 
floor 
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Are all sorts of queer things ; there are ten pairs of 

socks, 
Two bottles of brandy, and five cotton frocks, 
A paper of blacking, of bacon a gammon, 
Put up in a pot is some cold pickled salmon, 
Some sago, a watch-guard, some dirty curl papers, 
One bottle of rum, one ditto French capers, 
Coal, sugar, and currie, and two black silk dresses, 
Some mustard, a chignon, with two pendent tresse^ 
A brush, and a comb, some pickles and teas. 
Some Honiton lace, and just half a Dutch cheese, 
A feather come out of the tail of a parrot, 
The head of a mop, and a long Surrey carrot ; 
Some butter, a black velvet mantle, some tacks. 
Silver forks, plated spoons, ai^d three sticks of red 

wax. 
Plums, cottons, and scissors, and half a cow heel. 
Candles, Eau de Cologne, and some new candied peel, 
An anti-maccassar, three books, some pomade, 
Semolina, and shirting about half a yard ; 
Ladies* trousers, and garments, and thirteen new 

towels. 
Ten long strips of stuff they roll round babies* bowels ; 
Fancy ribbons in pieces, old bones, yellow soap. 
Some bloaters, a bonnet, six eggs, some old rope. 
Tapioca and rice, the brass tap of the sink. 
Some stockings in rags, and a bottle of ink; 
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A mixture folks take when they're likely to wheeze, 

A little flat comb, half a pint of split peas ; 

A clothes-brush, some boots, an old hat and some 

coffee. 
Two shoes, an old poker, some Everton toffee. 
Pepper, salt, beer, and gin; silver paper that rustles, 
Port wine and beef dripping, some plumpers and 

bustles ; 
An old pair of trousers much woln at the knees, 
An accordeon, a cleaver, and one clean chemise ; 
{A cleaver 1 1 I start as it catches my eye, 
I feel sure I shall hear of that' thing by and bye) ; 
To wind up the list there's a shoulder of lamb. 
Some hair oil, a tooth brush, a knuckle of ham. 

Her face beams with delight 

At this plenteous sight ! 

She thinks how they'll feast 

For a fortnight at least ; 

And she holds up on high, 

And she leers with her eye 

At a large pot of delf 
' She'll eat all her own self! 
The sight of that white pot her appetite tickles ; 
She will gobble up all whether jelly or pickles ; 
Not a bit, not a drop, shall be -tasted by Sam. — 
At this moment a voice in her ear whispered, 
"JAM" 1 ! ! 
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XIV.— THE STRANGE EFFECTS OF JAM. 

ND the house with a yell, the most piercing, 
' resounded, 

As the welkin is said to when foxes are hounded ; 
With this yell and a start the old lady had bounded 
Three feet from the floor, where she fell as if wounded ; 
With the jams, and the pickles, and blacking 

surrounded, 
But really, however, she only had " swounded :" 
Sana Diggles appeared, and he looked quite astounded, 
Till Euphemia the facts of the case had expounded. 
Then he said his wife's " imprence" was (something) 

confounded. 

To assist her old mother the daughter now tried, 
A bottle she seized that lay close by her side ; 
The one that came first, in fact the most handy. 
It contained cayenne pepper — she took it for brandy ; 
In mouth, eyes, and nostrils the pepper was poured. 
And the patient was quickly pronounced as restored. 

Nothing more that night happened, save when in her 

room, 
Mrs. Diggles got thrashed with the stick of a broom. 
And now I'll explain, if I may be allowed, 
That a soft voice is better than one that is loud. 
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XV.— GENTLE WORDS. 

PEAK gently ! it is better far to rule by love 
than fear, 

Is a fine old English sentiment I must insist on here. 
Speak gently to the hardened one, and everybody 

knows 
That tears of grief, remorse, and shame will trickle 
down his nose. 

Speak gently when you leave a cab, and if the cab- 
man take 

Exception to your shilling fare, soft answer always 
make. ' 

Speak gently if your manly gait he most unseemly 
mock, 

For if you do a sense of shame his callous heart will 
shock. 

Speak gently when you're in the street, abstain from 

useless noise. 
For if you don't your footsteps will be dogged by 

ragged boys. 
Speak gently when you get abused, and when you're 

called a fool, 
Mark your contempt of what is said by conduct calm 

and cool. 
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Speak gently wheii the soup is bad, and when the 
butter s oiled, 

Lest the patience of your cook you tax, whose temper 
liiay be spoiled. 

Speak gently when your linen*s scorched, when shirt 
and button part, 

For if you don't your laundry-maid will break her ten- 
der heart 



Speak gently when you come home late, to bed quite 

softly creep ; 
If Lady Elgate is irate, pretend to be asleep. 
Speak gently when your com is squeezed, and bow 

with finished grace 
To the man whose foot has done the harm, and smile 

with cheerful face. 



Speak gently to the little child, and praise its little 

ways, 
When its little hand your spectacles, or watch or hat 

mislays. 
Speal^ gently ^when the infant sleeps, if not you know 

your doom 
Is the little thing to jolt all night across your little 

room. 
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Speak gently to your master, and to please him do 

your best ; 
Don't eat the bread of idleness, for youUl find it won't 

digest. 
Speak gently to your mistress, and be always home by 

nine ; 
Don't dress yourself above your means, and don't 

wear crinoline. 



Speak gently if, when fly-fishing, a hook sticks in your 

nose. 
And tangled hooks and tangled flies stick all about 

your clothes. 
Speak gently if, when out to shoot, you always miss 

your aim. 
And men and boys, and dogs and birds, of you keep 

making game. 

Speak gently to the new police, should you be late at 

night, 
And tip them with a bob or two, they'll see you home 

all right 
Speak gently to the new police, if a dog you chance 

to own; 
It grieves their manly hearts to see a dog that's left 

alone. • 



DIGGLES. 31 

Speak gently to your footboy, when your boots he 

does not black, 
And don't take up the chairs and stools and lay about 

his back. 
Speak gently to your servant-maid, not rather more 

than kind, 
As becomes a perfect gentleman — to her smiles be 

ever blind. 



Speak gently to the erring one, if such an one you 

meet; 
Considerate and kind behave, but pray don't get too 

sweet 
Speak gently as she moves away, speak gently when 

she's gone. 
Soft words her wretched heart will cheer, and light her 

visage wan. 

Speak gently when the Arab boys, who tumble in the 

street, 
Upon your new white vest impose the mud-print of 

their feet. 
Speak gently as they dodge about, their clothes all 

rags and shreds. 
And at your wall abdominal, they butt their shaggy 

heads. 
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Speak gently to your horse, altho* with your chaise 

away he ran, 
For the horse is a noble animal, and of great use to 

man. 
Speak gently to your faithful hound, and if you can't 

do that. 
Because you do not keep a hound, speak gently to 

the cat 

Speak gently to your husband dear, whose brain is 

overwrought, 
¥oT you and yours he constant toils, yours as his every 

thought: 
Speak gently to your daughter too, teach her young 

heart to twine 
Its budding love and tender thoughts, around that 

heart of thine. 

Speak gently to your wife, with care, in earnest, and 

in jest, 
Never by word, or deed, or thought, to wound her 

loving breast : 
Speak gently when your head is white, with winter's 

hoary rime ; — 
" Like a fine old English gentleman, one of the olden 

time." 
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XVI.— THE NARRATIVE RESUMED. 

F from lips the most sweet, that the world ever 
knew, 

The unkindest of words may be uttered to you. 
So from lips the most coarse, and most ugly in shape* 
The gentlest and kindest of words will escape. 
A voice still and small in a woman is mighty, 
When she lets it get loud, I look on her as flighty. 
The " Jam" small and still of Miss Mortimer shewed 
That the strength of that word to its softness she owed ; 
Ten chances to one, if she'd spoke with a roar. 
Her mamma would have turned, and stretched her on 

the floor. 
This case of Miss M. does most clearly illustrate 
While a still small voice soothes, it can equally frus- 
trate. 
Having spoken my mind in this statement comparative. 
By your leave, I now take up the thread of my narra- 
tive. 



XVII.— REPOSE. 

'VE already explained that the whole house 
turned out. 

When they heard Mrs. Diggles's terrible shout, 
I also explained that to bed they retired. 
When into the mystery Sam had inquired ; 
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With their rest so disturbed, it is nothing but right, 
They should gain in the day the sleep lost in the night ; 

So after their fright. 

When *tis just getting light ; 

Each one to bed goes. 

And gets under the clothes. 

There they turn up their toes, 

And quickly each grows 

Oblivious of foes, 

Regardless of woes, 

Never heeding cock-crows, 

But resigned to repose, 

Doth straightway compose 

« 

The fantasia most quaint, that is played on the nose* 

They did not awake till the sun, at his height, 
Was due south, and the flood of his beautiful light. 
Had long roused up the earth into shouts of delight 

Then no longer did sleep 

Their eyelids steep. 

But open they keep. 

And around all peep. 
And each in his turn out of bed takes a leap. 
Save that Miss who had slept on three chairs in the 

kitchen, 
When to get up she tried, to the fire-place did pitch in. 
Our friends didn't wake, and themselves didn't stir up, 
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To hear the cock sparrow, and hen ditto chirrup, 
They arose far too late to remark the bird early 
Fly away with the worm, the most fat and most curly ; 
Though a boy in our school, 
Thought the worm was a fool, 
Not to let the birds be on the gravel the earlier. 
The worms would be safe, much more lively, and 

curlier. 
When our friends did get up, with their heads in a 

whirl, 
They imbibed something cold, as a cup of late purl. 

When they showed themselves then they were 
not at all sightly, 
Their actions were everything else than quite sprightly, 
(Last night is a sample* of what they'll do nightly). 
In a week the/U knock up (as A. Ward would say) 

" quitely." 
For my part, when folks's behaviour is " sichly," 
The headaches they get, I think, they deserve richly. 



XVIIL— DINNER. 

]EN the table was righted. 
And fire was lighted, 
And with poking and stoking, 
And plenty of smoking. 
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The water consented at last to get hot, 

And a meal from Miss Mortimer^s viands was got 

Pickles and jam, 

Cunie and ham. 

Tapioca and coffee, 

And Everton toffee, 

Were eaten in haste. 

Quite regardless of taste, 

Whether cold or hot 

Didn't matter a jot ; 
They all did their best all the dainties to tuck in, 
Each person endeavoured the liquids to suck in ; 
Until they resembled those mythical beasts. 
Who leave styes for fine robes, and attend LiOrd 
Mayors* feasts. 




XIX.— A DIGRESSION. 

ITH all their profusion, it seems rather funny 
The D.'s two things wanted (i) plain bread 
(2) money. 
But no, — it's not strange when I come to reflect, 
Far sweller folks suffer in this same respect; 
Who make morning calls, 
And give dinners and balls. 
And evenings, and crushes, where every one sprawls 
About staircases, drawing-rooms, parlours, and halls. 
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But observe their great dread of the tradesman who 

calls, 
For the last three years' bill for bread, meat, wines, or 
shawls ; 

Or other small things. 
Such as dresses and rings. 
Or the seedy, hired brougham, that a seedy man 

brings, 
For the drive, or the opera, when " La Diva** sings. 
With their finery and frippery about they go flying. 
Into business of wiser and better folk prying, 
Relating small scandals, and doing white lying : 
If they knew how they're laughed at 
By some folks, and chaffed at, 
Instead of the flying, and lying, and prying. 
Their tune would be altered to sighing and crying. 
IVe been to folks* houses, 
Where folks and their spouses, 
With queer made-up flunkies. 
More awkward than monkies, 
And plated goods fine. 
Give you cheap ^'champagne wine ;" 
Or a spoonful or so, 
Of a sort of compo- 
sition, in satire they call apple-snow. 
Or triangular sand- 
wich to eat in your hand ; 
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Or a cup of weak coffee to drink while you stand. 

When the season is over, 

They leave via Dover ; 
In some little nook, peace and quiet they seek, 

And hide safe from their debtors, on one pound a 
week. 




XX.— PREPARATION FOR PLEASURE. 

UT I've done for the present with French kick- 
shaw and hash. 

And go back whence I started (i) plain bread (2) 
cash. 

The first could be got from the baker close by, , 

If of requisite two they can get a supply : 

And to get No. 2, Mrs. Diggles essayed, 

From a gent " as lent moneys and made it his trade." 

Two silk dresses, the forks, and the towels she takes, 

Which into a slovenly parcel she makes. 

Disregarding their foldings, and creasings, and crump- 
lings. 

She deposits them straight at the Three Golden 
Dumplings ; 

Then she took out of pawn Sam's best hat and shoes, 

And his velveteen coat kept for hoHday use. 

When returned from the shop, 
Where the things were in pop, 
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Twas arranged that a day and a night they would 

make of it, 
A spree and a dance the/d have just " for the sake 

of it" 
In short they determined to have a good hol- 
iday just in the right way, and do it " tol-loL" 
Such pleasures to me would be very hard work. 
Which instead of to take, or to do, I would shirk. 
But these altogether. 
Are not of my feather, 
They scuttled about and prepared with alac- 
Rity ready to start in the time called a crack. 
Miss M. when full dressed, what with chignon and 

streamer, 
In glee and with justice, Sam says is a " screamer." 
Sam with shoes and a hat and a " kinsman " of 

yellow, 
And velveteen coat, comes out quite a smart fellow ; 
With an effort, at last he has scraped off his dirtiness. 
And his altered appearance displays so much perkl- 

ness. 
That his wife is annoyed and displays it in shirtiness ; 
While charming Miss M. is all gushings and smirki- 

ness. 
And when all are (Jecked out, with fine things Miss 

had stolen. 
If swells they are not, at least they are swollen. 
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When persons of this sort go out for a treat, 
They can't get along without plenty to eat, 
And to drink, for we know that they suffer from heat 
So each of the three has a basket of prog, 
Pickles, custard, and ham, and a bottle of grog ; 
And a mug or a wine-glass, of which the foot's 

cracked off, 

By whose aid the cold grog in small doses is smacked 

off. 

Thus provisioned and ready the whole party packed 

off. 

Sam strutted in pride. 

With Miss M. by his side. 
And to tease her and tickle her Master Sam tried. 
On in front as they toddle so chatty and kind, 
Mrs. D., with her basket of stuff, keeps behind. 

Whilst Samuel is smoking, 

And Miss M. is joking, 
Mrs. D., when not seen, does a little sly soaking. 
(If I were old Sam, I'd take care how I leave her, 
She is twitching her hand^r she thinks of that cleaver, ) 

Out for the day ; 

Hooray, hooray ! 

The day we'll enjoy. 

Without care or alloy ; 

Life and its pleasures, 

Hang all half measures. 
For parties so gay who get hold of such treasures. 
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XXI.— THE STEAM BOAT. 

|T was " carried unanimous,** voted by all, 
They would go by the boat to the pier at 
Blackwall ; 
Their tickets they took, and away they all started, 
From the baskets aot one of the Aree ever parted. 
Mr. D. and Miss M. both looked down^at the engine ; 
(The arm of old Sam on Miss M.'s waist impingin,) 
A&d inquired how the men poked the &res without 

singein. 
Then Sam had his profile in black papers " took,*' 
By a waggish old gemt with a scissors and book ; 
Vilao with wonderful.«rt and facility snicked it, 
And without any art but facility licked it, 
And on white card most ingeniously sticked it. 
At this moment the kdies on board gave a scream. 
For a barge and a man coming down with the stream, 
The stem of the steam vessel hit with a crash, 
And the man, barge, and cargo, at once went to smash. 
Our friends on the vessel for a tame shook with fright. 
But some glasses of stimulants put them all right 

I have heard that some vessels are purposely sent. 
When the owner is hard up and can't piay his rent. 
To be run down by steamers ; and people do say, 
That the cost and all losses the steamer must pay. 
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I also have heard, and repeat it with pain, 
That the life and the property lost is a gain. 

Be that as it may, 

We see day after day, 
Ships, if old, or insured, are with skill cast away. 

As our friends were excited they thought it was best 
To compose themselves aft on the seats for a rest 
But were no sooner seated than Mrs. D.*s bonnet 
Was disturbed by the funnel the boy let down on it 
That rude little boy did not "ease her'* or " stop her," 
But administered to her a deuce of a *- -topper." 
Sam politely invited the captain to fight ; 
But the captain, shrewd man, of the ^ tapper '* made 

light. 
O'er some bottles of ale that were got from the steward. 
That no harm was intended Sam felt, quite assured, 
And his temper once right, his wife's head was soon 

cured. 

And now Mrs. D., who was shy of the water. 
To settle her head, and her stomach, bethought her ; 
All agreed if their meals they neglected most surely 
They'd faint, or knock up, or might even get poorly ; 
So they stuffed off their ham, and their pickles and 

custard. 
And big lumps of fat, with a few dabs of mustard. 
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Having satisfied hunger they wetted their throttles^ 
With glasses of stout and some swigs from their bottles. 
And just as the end of the journey drew near. 
The whole of the three were a little bit queer ; 

Themselves they find, 

Just two sheets in the wind ; 

Not drunk, only muzzy. 

Hair a little bit fuzzy ; 

Quite straight they don't walk, 

And quite straight they don't talk. 

They are taking their pleasure, their spirits are high ; 
They are all, just a little bit, wet4n the eye. 
And bonnets and shawls are the least bit awry. 

With a good deal of fuss, 

They at last found a 'bus ; 
Mrs. D. to the inside a gentleman handed ; 
On the floor with a jerk the old lady lay stranded ; 
But she picked herself up, and tucked up in a heap, 
At the end near the door, she went off to sleep. 
Mrs. D. lost her basket, but there as she snored, 
Her bottlQ she stuck to, and out of it poured 
On her lap, and her knees, e'en the very last drop. 
And her dress got unsightly, and wet as a sop : 
It was now getting dark, and so nobody cared, 
All trouble about her appearance was spared. 
Mr. Sam on the knifeboard sat singing and hallooing. 
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Miss M. did the same as his lead she was following ; 
Mr. D.'s jolly heels on the *bus top kept dinging ; 
Miss M.'s jolly arms all about her kept swinging. 
By the time that the daylight had quite gone away 
Thej got down from the 'bus near to Ratcliflf highway. 




XXIL-H-FETE CHAMPETRE. 

[HEY didn^t feel well, and while^ waiting they 
stood, 

They thought that a relish might do them some good. 
So they gazed all aroaind, 
And right quickly they found, . 
Extempcwised tables where dainties abouad. 
Behind stood kind folks,xwho perpetually sell, 
Strange things to eat, and to drink, and to smelL 
Arranged ia rows. 
They tickled each nos« 
With the steams and the streams and the smell that 

arose. 
I experience myself a tnost horrible qualm. 
When that ladle brings up from that can something 

warm 
And lumpy and thick, oh ! quite wretched I feel, — 
The stuff I refer to is known as stewed eeL 
There are heaps of fried fish, 
A most strong scented dish ; 



DIGGLES. 



45 



On the whole though I think I^d prefer it by far 
To that filthy black rubbish they call caviare. 
Then the oysters in pyramids 'stonish the eye, 

As well as the nose, 

And at once you suppose 
The/re intended for parties who eat oysters high. 
Then queer little saucers are everywhere placed. 
And arranged in small rows with most exquisite taste ; 
But never by chance with a spoon is one graced ; 
With gravy, and snails^ whelks, or mussels they're 

filled. 
When the molluscs are eaten, the gravy is swilled 

By sailors and wenches » 

Who stand round the benches 
Where the D.'s and Miss M. for these good things are 

going in. 
And mpUuscs and fish by the pennyworth stowing in. 




XXIII.— THE MUSIC HALL. 

AVING finished their snack with a dram for a 
wetter. 

The party decided they felt " very better ;" 
However on this point opinions may differ, 
If they felt "very" better, their joints were no stiffer. 
They think the/re all right 
For a jolly good night ; 
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To be candid, dear reader, they were getting "tight" 

After many detours, 

They arrive at the doors 
Of a place that combines both the cellar and hall ; 

Where young ladies squall, 

And where, like a pall, 
Thick smoke from clay pipes hangs o'er ceiling and 
wall; 

Where comic men sing, 

And other men swing, 
And indulge in contortions, most strange and erratic ; 
And endanger their limbs in a w^y that's lunatic, 
Or that one might expect in a Fakir fanatia 

Sam gaped in delight, 

As right weir he might. 
He had never till now seen so pleasant a sight ; 
'Tis the very right place for debased appetite. 

A " manny" young lady in rather bright red, 
With manners offensive, and very ill-bred, 

Sang a well-known song. 

As she stood along 
With other twelve there on the platform before us ; 
The one sang the solo, the twelve sang the chorus. 



DIGGLES. 47 

^t *'«at" Song. 

" Fair shines the moon to-night ; 
Beneath her beams so bright, 
Many a weary wight, 

Soundly is sleeping : 
Whilst over each brick wall. 
Tiles, houses, roofs, and all, 
Yelling out, screech, and squall, 
Tom Cat is creeping. 
So softly prowling. 
So darkly scowling. 
So loudly howling : 
Horrible row. 
Refrain in the voice of Tom Cats. 
MuUrow, mullrow, Horrible Row ; 
Mullrow, mullrow, muU-ri-aei-ouw. 

(Da capo cut libitum by audience*) 
Not very far away. 
Full of her wanton play, 
Tabby so sleek and gray, 

Slyly is peeping : 
Whilst to his lullaby, 
And each unearthly cry, 
She with her voice so high, 
Concert is keeping. 
Eyes wildly flashing. 
Tail madly lashing. 
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Through the ears crashing, 
Comes her muUrow. 
(Refrain^ mullraw, 6-^., as before, moduiated to suit 
a Tabby, 

Though from each window high 
Various odd missiles fly ; 
And all sorts of crockery 
Thickly are falling. 
Vainly you strive to quell, 
Each sleep-destroying yell. 
They in their duet fell 
Madly are squalling. 
Each other nearing, 
No mortal fearing, 
In terms endearing, 
Keep up their row. 
{Refrain mullrow, &^., as before, but molto agitato 
and da Capo ad, lib,) 

This song's most admired of all music hall songs, 
On account of the chorus that to it belongs. 
The audience join in, and its noisy refrain 
Continue " muUrowing" again and again, 
Till they make themselves thirsty, and red hot, and 

hoarse, 
(That's good for the landlord and brewer of course). 
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Of " The Blue Bottel " sung, 

By a girl rather young, 
Mr. Sam disapproved, and the party defied 
To sing it as well as the "gal" at his side. 

Then he made such a riot, - 

And declined to be quiet, 
That the men in attendance took them off their feet. 
By the scruff of their necks and left all in the street. 

Thus they seize and they cuff and kick out the dis- 
orderly. 

And declare to the world that the place is most 
orderly. 

If the rows are all outside when license-day comes, 

It must be the most proper house in the slums. 

No disturbance takes place there, no parties when 
screwed. 

Are allowed in that house where all vice is eschewed. 

So the license, with compliments, oft is renewed. 



XXIV.— THE DANCING ROOM. 

IROM the music-hall after the three had been 
spumed. 

Their steps towards a dancing-room gaily they 
turned. 




B 
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Upstairs they steer free, 'mongst the sailors and 

lasses, 
And call for refreshments, which come in three 

glasses. 
In a pew on one side the musicians are ranged. 
The floor is quite clear, and for dancing arranged. 
A fiddler is 'fiddling, whose face and whose joints. 
By fiddling for years have been fiddled to points. 

To compare with the hautboy, 

I never saw no boy ; 
Instead of a hautboy, I think him a low boy. 
The two brazen trumps, such cracked dismal sounds 

vend, 
That I'm led to believe the chaps played the wrong 

end. 
Mr. Diggles speaks with them, admires their feats. 
And to porter and grog the whole orchestra treats. 
The girls roimd the room are all dressed light and 

airy. 
Each one appears much like a juvenile fairy. 

Don't jump with a shock. 

Or the low bodice mock, 
Dear sensitive reader, but recollect, please. 
At the opera and play, just the same sight one sees. 
Where respectable gentlemen sit at their ease. 

And where, through a glass. 

They look down at a lass, 
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Or a scraggy old maid, 
Most proper and staid, 
Who to shew them her " bust " don't at all seem afraid. 



Well, reader, but wherefore that sanctified look, 
By that, the most pious of epithets followed ; 
Why turn up your nose, and why put down the book, 
As if a large dose of emetic you'd swallowed ? 

Oh ! you don't think it right. 

To bring into sight. 
The girls that are seen at such places at night ! 

Is exposure too bad ? 

Is it really so sad ? 
Will it injure the morals of many a lad 1 

It's a wrong thing, though true, 

For the public to view ; 
The police, or the prison, or workhouse say you. 

Is the thing that is right. 

To keep out of sight. 
An evil that's " social " and sapping us quite. 
Oh, you canting old humbug, you half-witted fool. 
It takes a great effort to make me keep cool. 

When I hear all the cant. 

And the rubbishing rant 
Against raising this question, with anger I pant ; 

All admit that the evil, 

Is at work like the devil, 
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And you, Mr. Mealy, want me to be civil, 

Not I, indeed, never, no, up with a pole. 

And a forty-horse trumpet — ^let the world know the 

whole, 
Of the ravages made, till we stir up each soul 
To lend us a hand in removing this shoal 
Of disease with the death waves that over it roll. 
As for you, Mr. Hum — 1 Put your head in a hole. 

But room, look alive, the girls stand in a row. 

They can't keep themselves still. 

While Jack selects Jill, 
The music strikes up, and off they all go. 
Sam starts with Miss M., and away they both whirl, 
She's a " good 'un to go," so they hop and they twirl ; 
After some hesitation, Mrs. D. follows suit, 

With a fat cabin boy, 

Who seems rather coy, 
But they get into step, and away they both shoot 
It is right to believe, that with heads very hazy, 
A prance at this time of the morning is mazy. 

(Many call it a dance, 

I call it a prance ;) 

Mr. Sam and his lady, 

Are getting unsteady : 

They starboard and por^ 

Or pull up quite short; 
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Mrs. D.'s had enough, 

And she can't keep her luff; 
And at last, when in stays, she displays indecision, 
With Sam and Miss M. comes in serious collision, 

And stretched on the floor, 

The three set up a roar ; 
Of their mishaps, however, the rest take no heed ; 
As they twist and they twirl, and they whirl at full 

speed, 
Mrs. D. is hauled up, and is stowed in an angle 
Where the feet of the dancers her clothes don't en- 
tangle. 
For the third time to-day the old lady is sleeping, 
While Sam and Miss Pheney their revels are keeping. 
Through the small hours they kept on, a-heeling and 

toeing it 
In a wonderful manner, and fearfully going it 

But the end has now come. 

And the boy with the drum 
Beats the devil's tattoo, and our three friends are seen 
To go out while the band's playing " God Save the 
Queen." 
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XXV.— A DAY OF RECKONING. 

|HEN they breathed the fresh air it maltreated 
them badly, 
And made the whole three of our friends behave 

sadly, 
And Diggles himself, I believe, behaved madly, 
And many odd feat did. 
Till the bobbies treated 
At last mid their scuffles, and curses and yells, 
Our three several friends lodged in three separate 
cells. 

For his conduct offensive, and serious millings 
He'd given the police, 
And attempted release, 
Mr. D., the next morning, was fined forty shillings. 
With an offer most kind, namely, twenty-eight days, 
Unless to the Queen the exact sum he pays. 
The ladies were told to be careful and better, 
If their throats became wet, not to let them get 

wetter. 
Straight home went Miss M. and got two or three 

rings, 
And put them in pledge with a few other things ; 
With the money obtained she called on the police, 
And after due etiquette got Sam's release. 
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Once at home, all agreed 

That nought could exceed 
The pleasure the/d had — ^if it could they'd be *'D — d." 
Then to finish the bout in a manner becoming, 
Mr. D. gave his missus a deuce of a drumming. 

This feasting and pleasure 

They enjoyed beyond measure. 
But it made a big hole in Miss Mortimer's treasure. 




XXVL— TWO YEARS LATER. 

|0W, dear reader, my part as a fisdthful historian, 
Is to tell you right truly the Diggles's story on ; 
And, as far as stem facts came to my observation. 
To include them in this, my most faithful narration. 
Their doings and sayings, as far as IVe watched,. 
With attention and care in my memory IVe notched 
My regard for the truth made me follow these three 
To places and sights it's unpleasant to see. 
For the truth I went with them in 'bus, boat, and 

salles, 
But for truth I'd have left them along with their " pals," 

Without any notice ; 
But my feelings I stifled, and so saw what wrote is ; 
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But it pained me sore 

As I witness bore 
To the sayings and doings related before ; 
And I'm pleased that for two years I didn't see more, 

For a time had then come 

Of which I must be dumb, 
And during that time I lost of them all trace, 
And know less than the man in the moon what took 

place. 
An attempt to use fiction I spurn as disgrace. 

But I heard from a merchant who visits their street 
With a neat little basket of skewers and meat, 

That their drinkings and revelries 

And horrible devilries 
Were not to be talked of in language polite. 
And were not at all fit for a gentleman's sight 
From what I could learn by inquiry most sad, 
Their life as a rule was most frightfully bad ; 
For a short time alone the ill-gotten wealth lasted. 
And after a fortnight the three again fasted. 

In two years they came to my sight again plain. 
At first I'd disgust but now I'd real pain, 

And a pang of regret, 

(I feel it yet,) 
Wrings my heart as to finish my task I am set 
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But these horrible people, so fallen and grim, 
Must fill up the cup of their vice to the brim, 

And I must record it, 

No loop-hole's afforded, 
No mercy to me or to them is awarded ; 

And so in despair 

For my part I prepare. 

I assume a fixed stare 

On vacancy glare, 

With a doubtful air 

I twist in my chair. 

Pass my hand through my hair, 
With my pen stab the paper, and lay the facts bare. 
If you're nervous or squeamish, don't read it, sweet 
Fair. 

It happened this way — I'd been out for a blow, 
Or a cruise or a jaunt, to the Nore, and below ; 
I'd been noting the Thames and its beautiful banks. 
The outfall at Crossness, its engines and tanks, 
The yard where they built the dry dock for Bermuda, 
The yard — not far off— owned by Mr. Samuda ; 
The Thames Iron Works — ^the yard of J. Dudgeon, 
Remarked in the Thames, that the stocks hadn't 

much on« 
As shewing our ship-building trade is quite imdone. 
And that ships will be built on the Clyde, 'stead of 

London. 
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I'd had fishing, and rowing, and boating, and sailing, 
And those little treats that we have when we're 

ailing, 
Or think that our health is in any way failing ; 
Some days on the water, sea-breezes inhaling — 
Little anecdotes, on dits^ and canards^ retailing ; 
On glasses of water^ and biscuits regaling ; 
From little pet meerschaums smaU thin clouds 

exhaling, 
And when the trip's over, our sad fate bewailing. 
I came up the river, as well as I could ; 
The wind had quite dropped — I came up with the 

flood. 
The heat of that evening we all found excessive ; 
The whole of the day had been very oppressive ; 
The twilight came on as we passed by that old ship, 
The " Chichester,"" Boys' Sdiool ; once she was a 

bold ship. 

Though now she's reduced, 
And entirely used 
For young urchins whose presence can well be 

excused 

From the streets and the squares, 

And the gay thoroughfares, 
And from slums where they " live " in the places 

most squalid. 
On board her they're fed on sea-biscuits most solid. 
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Get plenty of warmth, and of Bouilli, and cocoa, 
And learn to be seamen, and don't get much toko. 

As we came by, 

Dull was the sky, 
But the breasts of the boys were warm ; 

With voices full. 

And perched on high, 
They ^g on the ship's yard-arm : 

And the song they sang 

Was a merry stave. 
And one they'll sing on the distant wave. 
When they're grown to be men, and the bittows they 
brave. 

This song they sing ere diey go to rest — 

It's the song of all that they love the 
best; 
The tune is the " Comet " (not Star) " of the West ;" 

The song is below — I advise you to try it, 
If you've not got the imtsic, why — ^borrow or buy it. 



Sea Sor^, 

" Our good ship is homeward bound. 
And a jolly crew we've found, 
A capstan-bar let each among us take ; 
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We warp her from her berth 
Amid sounds of joy and mirth. 

And as we do it let«us music make. 

Step, boys, step around the capstan, 

Heave away and step with measured tread ; 
We keep the hawser taut, 
And we give our home a thought, 

As we step in time around the capstan head. 

Refrain. — So step boys, &c 



" Now we see the vessel ride 
As she's swinging with the tide ; 
Top gallant sails and flying jib we set ; 
For when we get a breeze, 
She will skim across the seas — 
So whistle, boys, until a breeze we get 
Whistle, boys, whistle till the wind comes, 
Whistle till the wind comes full and free ; 
For it's so the wind we call. 
Let's whistle one and all 
For the wind to take us home across the sea. 
Refrain. — ^Whistle, bo)rs, &c. 

" We have caught the breeze at last. 
It is coming to us fast. 
To the windward see it ripple on the wave — 
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It fills out every sail, 

And it freshens to a gale, 
And so we sing another jolly ^tave. 
Cheer, boys, cheer, for now the gale blows. 
Cheer away, for now the spars all bend ; 

Before the gale we fly. 

As the reefing knots we tie^ 
And the spray in clouds about our bows we send. 
Refrain. — ^Then cheer, Ac. 

" Now, in one or two days more 
We shall see our friends ashore — 

The breasts of all aboard are full of hope ; 
No adverse winds arise 
As to port the clipper flies j 

The girls ashore are hauling on the rope. 

* Cheer, boys, cheer, and let's be jolly T 

Cheer away, for dangers all are past — 
Each heart i^ full of glee, 
For old England's cliffs we see ; 

'fhree good cheers, for on our home we look at 
last 

Refrain. — ^Then cheer, boys, &c." 



As I heard the boys sing I resolved there and then, 
To send them a cheque for something pounds ten ; 
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And, dear reader, I ask you to do what you can, 
And to send to the " Chichester " something per ann. 
Do take my advice, and right certain 
I am, 
" Some eyes you'll brighten. 
And heavy hearts lighten — 
It's better than purchasing baccy or " cham." 
As we drifted up, and their voices had died, 
The place where Sam Diggles once lived we espied. 



XXVII.-EXEUNT. 




|HE sun had set with a lurid glare. 
And steamy and thick was the autumn air ; 
Long bands of cloud, of ominous red. 
Had streaked the horizon when daylight fled. 
The steamy air, and the river mud — 
The river itself, as it rose with the flood — 
Seemed to bear the hue of human blood. 
As we wearily turn, and glance at the sky. 
Clouds in huge masses are piled on high. 
Superstition and dread to the senses appeal, 
All languid, and clammy, and nervous we feel. 
And the brain of the stoutest is certain to reeL 
A fearful oppression o'erweighs the head ; 
The dock as it strikes seems to toll for the dead ; 
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The wind fears to sigh above a breath ; — 

It shuns to carry the cries of death. 

The old mill by the lock, with one gaunt long arm, 

In the haze has raised it, as if in alarm. 

And its timbers and limb in the damp air creak, 

As if of a deed of blood they speak. 

Or to warn erring mortals of crime they seek. 

But look ! through the haze two creatures appear ! 

Of one of these two the end is near. 

The clock, whose notes o*er the waters boom, 

Is striking the hour of her horrible doom. 

With hunger and toil these creatures are bent. 

The rags on their limbs by storms are rent : 

They are gathering coal and driftwood for fire. 

Wretched beings ! no rest ! they never may tire ! 

Oh 1 pity their lot — see ! they step from the mud — 

That horrible mud ! with the hue of blood ! 

m 

The rain comes down with gusts and squalls — 
See 1 see ! the woman from hunger falls ! 
Look at the man ! he goes to her. He's raised 

her 
To rest ; 'gainst a rust-eaten anchor he's placed her. 
I am blinded ! Whaf s that ! *Tis a lightning flash ; 
It is, for list to that terrible crash : 
Look ! look ! Sam Diggles is covered with blood ! 
And it sinks in the mud — that horrible mud. 
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The girl at his feet is lying stone dead : 

A ghastly sight ; she is clove through the head 

And, lo ! a third person we'd not seen before, 

Who'd been stealthily moving along the shore ; 

It's Sal Diggles, and there that maniac stands. 

An old rusty cleaver she holds in her hands. 

Her eyes are fixed, her tongue is stilled — 

Oh, God ! 'twas not him, but her child she had killed. 

The storm raged on, and with the next flash, 
Is a struggle, a groan, and a watery plash. 

But reader, its lucky that I have just thought of it, 
The murder none saw, and there is no report of it ; 
The Penny PoRu News can't make any sport of it, 
If it could, it would sum up the long and the short 

of it, 

With a picture most horrid, 
And these words most florid, 
'^ Her brains, hair, and flesh, and sanguineous liquid, 
'^ Bespattered reeds, mud, gravel, sand, grass, and 

chickweed. 
" Sam slew Mrs. D., and tied her to her daughter, 
"And disposed of the bodies with weights at low 

water." 
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I regret to record, the police didn't hook him ; 
But something above law, viz., justice overtook him. 

The East-enders thought, 

That he " didn't ought" 
To live, and the thread of his life was cut short. 
On the earth for no more than a week did he wander, 
And then met his death in the place over yonder. 
How he came by this fate of his, nobody knows, 
But that it was violent we may suppose. 
For when raising the pontoon last week, Mr. Jones 
Found, detained by the chains, Mr. Diggles's bones. 



Ladies, 



I BESEECH You, 



NOT 



To Read any More. 



A. DE C. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. AND LAST. 

" Not for the rich hurries my MILL, 
They must he patient, wait on his wiH" 

From *' The MiUtmnum^ an unpublished poem. 

[CCORDING to our greatest physiologists 
disease is generally caused by the growth 
in our systems, of minute animals, or vegetables, or 
a cross between them, or both together; and these 
animals or vegetables come from seeds inhaled, 
swallowed, or otherwise deposited within us. 

But what has this to do with Diggles ? 

Well, it has just this to do with him. He and his 
class, male and female, are the parasites and ague 
plants, growing in our social system and sapping its 
vitality. In perusing the papers on which the fore- 
going narrative is founded, it occurred to me that 
Diggles, although a great blackguard (I have not men- 
tioned that he was implicated in two garrote rob- 
beries), deserved our thanks in one respect, inasmuch 
as he left no small Diggleses, no ague spores, to per- 
petuate his race. 

In Diggles's class there are, it is true, some creatures 
who are more mischievous to society at large than 
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Diggles was. Diggles passed away an^ left none to 
bear his name. The creatures of his class more to 
be dreaded than himself, are those moral lepers, into 
whose means of subsistence it is best, for the sake of 
decency, not to inquire, and whose brute instincts are 
the means of bringing into existence wretched beings 
whose only chance of protection, nay, even of life, 
lies in an appeal to a police magistrate against their 
own parents. 

I was for a long time doubtful whether I ought or 
ought not to express my gratitude to Diggles for his 
imusual omission ; but, after careful consideration, I 
think I must even give the Devil (/.^., Diggles) his 
due. 

After diligent inquiry I learnt that Samuel was a 
disciple of Mr. John Stuart Mill in one respect, but 
unfortunately in one respect only. After Mr. Diggles 
and his family had left the apartments (which I have 
' been at great pains to describe accurately in Chapter 
IX. of this narrative) a paper, of which the following 
is a copy, was found adhering to the wall over the 
mantle-piece in the room where Sam sang the song of 
" Father John " on the eventful evening referred to in 
Chapter X. It had evidently been placed there by 
himself one day after he had been ill-using his wife, 
for his thumb-prints in blood were distinctly visible 
on it even when I saw it three days ago : here it; is : — 
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(Copy.) 

"FAMILY POLITICS." 

" Mr. Mill, in his work on Political Economy, 
"popular edition, pp. 226 — 7, says: — 

" * Poverty, like most social evils, exists because men 
" follow their brute instincts without due considera- 
" tion,* and that * little improvement can be expected 
" in morality until the producing of large families 
" is regarded with the same feeling as drunkenness,' 
" &c., &C. He further says — ^when persons are once 
"married in this country it never seems to enter 
" any one's mind that having or not having a family, 
" or the number of which it shall consist, is amenable 
" to their own control * * * 

« 

(Signed) "Father of a Large Family." 

This unhappy father has, to my knowledge, twenty- 
three children, and he, unfortunately, knew nothing of 
" Family Politics" until he was a:bout to be presented 
with his twenty-fourth. He publishes himself as a 
warning and a terrible example, by placards all over 
Westminster, and hopes that by so doing "Family 
Politics" may become general. 

Now, I, Arthur de Cripp Elgate, insist that Mr. 
John Stuart Mill deserves the thanks of the country 
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at large if he has had the pluck to make the veiy 
bold and startling assertion imputed to him ; and the 
father of a large family deserves a twenty-fifth as a 
reward for promulgating it Mr. Mill is right. Instead 
of mocking him and making fun of him he deserves 
the thanks of every well-regulated man and woman. 

That Mr. John Stuart Mill is right there can be no 
doubt, for the following reasons ; viz. : — 

1. As a question of Political Economy he is right ; 
for the supply of children greatly exceeds the demand. 

2. In the opinion of " the other sex of man " (/. e. 
woman) he is right; for they regard his words as 
words worth gold ; and support him with their might. 

3. In the opinion of the Fathers of Families he is 
right ; for they have taken him from the privacy of his 
study and converted him into a Senator, and have 
once more decided on making " his election sure." 

4. In the opinion of the poet Mr. Mill's method is 
right \ for the poet says beautifully : — 

" All ills weigh light 
Against its sacred usefulness." 

5. In the opinion of the thinking portion of the 
clergy he is even right \ forasmuch, as Dean Stanley 
presses, yea, forces, him on the dwellers in Westmin- 
ster, as their apostle to the Gentiles in the Senate. 

6. In Lord Amberle/s opinion he is right, and his 
Lordship spoke as if he believed Mr. Mill to be right ; . 
and that is a great deal. 
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7. In my opinion he is right, and I am not afraid 
to say so, and I don't mean to retract The last lines 
of the following verses will, however, show that I crave 
for further knowledge. 

8. In the opinion of Samuel Diggles he was right. 
Mr. Mill and his supporters, male and female, think 

and advance, that no one has any business to be the 
means of bringing into the world a set of helpless 
creatures whose only chance of existence is the life of 
a social parasite ; and many persons would extend 
the principle, and say, " or who are likely to be in- 
fected with hereditary disease — e. g., consumption, 
wife-beating, scrofula, obesity, &c/* 

The only thing to prevent a full and proper deve- 
lopment of such \ theory is that, to be logical, it must 
follow, as a matter of course, that baby murder, and 
the murder of useless, old people (as obtains in some 
remote countries), would be in some cases a virtue, 
and should therefore be encouraged. This, however, . 
I am inclined to question, and whatever the father of 
a family may think, he does not say. Sufficient for 
the day is the philosophy thereof. 

Having spoken plainly in prose, I will conclude as 
plainly in rhyme : — 

Now the newspapers cry 
What is hard to deny ; 
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Mr. Mill in his place may be perfectly right, 

And once in that place he's more brilliant than Bright ; 

But then put the case, 

Is the Commons that place I 

A philosopher great, 

And of use to the state ; 
When he to the House is translated by Fate, 
(Or rather by Westminster, which is the same), 
He proceeds a philosopher only in name. • 

But for me, I am still, 

Very fond of my Mill, 

And, therefore, can fill. 

With hearty good will, 
A cup from his Logic, and drink it to Mill. 
Just suppose Mr. Sam had'nt read the handbill, 

There'd have been scores of creatures 

With Diggles*s features, 
To garrote, and to pot us. Oh, Mill, best of 

teachers. 
Your words are more sound than a " Methody " 
preacher's. 

You air a great light, 

You air certainly right, 
I'll stick to your doctrine and practise it quite. 

But first, don't you see, 

You'll think p'raps with me. 
That precept and doctrine are fiddle-de-dee. 
If the method a secret is always to be. 
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So, the way ! Oh, the way ! 
Do tell me I pray ! 
That it's wrong to have children is clear, so you say. 

The wife of a friend, 
To whom money I lend, 
(For the couple just three times their income can 

spend). 
Must without any doubt, be soon sent to your college, 
Or I quickly shall try 
Of them both to fight shy. 
And my friend will be ruined for want of your know- 
ledge. 

If his wife has another, she'll certainly rue it. 
In mercy do tell her then HOW not to do it. 



The End of Diggles. 
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him again in some more ambitions work"— iScotwnan. 

Two Months in Brittany with My Enapsaok and 

Fly-Bod. Being a descriptive Tourists' Guide to that interesting 
Province, where so many of our countrymen resort during the 
Season. With new Map, showing the Bailways and Stations. Pncels. 

** <Two Months In Brittany,' is a chatty little volnmc. unpretending and suifi- 
niently amusing. It is not very easy for a man to talk 01 the gentle art of angling 
withCnt becoming at once su^estive of Izaak Walton. Mr. Harrison, however, 
keeps to himsdf and to his ideas as much as possible. He explicitly and intelli- 
gently describes Brittany, the Armorica of the Bomans, and then starts off with 
his raoder on a fishing ezcnrsion." — The Leader. 

'* And now we take our leave of Mr. Harrison, and can cordially recommend his 
unpretentious little book to those who love angling, and to those who do not, in 
order that they might perhaps learn to love it. He has added to the practical 
value of bis notes 1^ appending a map of his fishing route ; and if anyone contem- 
plates a tour into Brittany with a rod and knapsack, they will find bi Mr. Harri- 
son's narrative a clear and intelligible guide to the best Rivers and to the best 
Hotels of the District."— Xondon Review. . 
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St. David's : its Early History and Present State. 

By an Ecclesiologist. With Three Illustrations. Crown Syo., 
Glothj Price Is. 

Ghoioe Oems from the Old Masters. Being a Selec- 
tion of One Hundred Eugravings from the most eminent Masters. 
4to. Handsomely bound in oloth gilt. Gilt edges. 12s. 6d. 

Evening Devotions for Sohools. By the Bev. 

E. Latham, M.A.y of Trinity College, Cambridge, and one of the 
Assistant Masters in Bepton School. Designed for use at Evening 
Prayer in School Boarding-Houses. Foolscap 8vo., Cloth. 2b. 6d. 

Evening Devotions for the Household. By the same. 

*' Prayers which do honour to the mind and heart of the compiler."— C/erico/ 
Jowmal. 

English Statesmen from the Peace of 1815 to the 

passing of the Beform Bill, 1867. By T. E. Eebbel, M.A., Barrister- 
at-Law, Author of "Essays upon History and Politics." In one 
Volume. 8vo. Neatly bound in oloth. Price 6s. 

Contents. — ^Lord Castlereagh, Mr. Canning, Lord Palmerston, Duke of 
Wellington, Lord Aberdeen, Sir Bobert Peel, Lord Grey, Lord 
Bussell, Lord Derby, Mr. Gladstone, Mr. Disraeli. 

"The sketches are, though prof essedly slight, useful, thoughtful, and interest- 
ing — ^more especially those which treat rather of the Statesmen representing our 

foreign policy between 1815 and the death of Lord Palmerston It is a 

pleasant, and in its earlier part, an instmctive book. Mr. Kebbel writes welL 
He has studied the subject on wnich he writes."— Spectator. 

" The book is written in an impartial spirit, and the author's great experience 
will be of service to those who wish to thorougly tmderstand the political history 

of their country The sketch of Mr. Dis&aeli is strikingly able."— Court 

JouTTial. 

"It consists of ten clever and discrimlnatiDg political sketches, all of which are 
full of interest and exceedingly readable. Mr. Kebbel as evidently possesses a 
well balanced and critical mind as he does a capacity for putting his facts and 
thoughts into good English. The book will be welcomed and read, and deserves to 
be so." — Chwrdi, News. 

" In describing some elements of the Premier's political system, we think Mr. 
Eebbel has evinced much discernment ; and in the following passage he shows that 
he clearly comprehends a tendencv of tiie present day, which, whether for good or 
for evil, is unquestionably gathering strength, but which is not sufficiently recog- 
nized by writers on pabllc affairs. "--Zondon Review. 

" A book which would «:ive in a brief compass, a connected view of the political 
work done by the British Statesmen, from the Peace of 1815 to the present day. 
and would do this intelligently and agrreeably, unincumbered by small detaiU, and 
free from party heat, would be instructive and pleasant reading for thousands and 
thousands of this generation. Sudi a book is that, the title of which is prefixed 
to this notice."— Jri«^ Times. 

Beminisoences of Gheltenliam College^ by an Old 

Cheltonian. Crown 8vo. Neat cloth. 3s. 6d. 

Contents.— Chap. I.— Foundation of Cheltenham Ck>llege. Chap. IL— Early 
Days. Chap. IIL— Settling Down. Chap. lY.— Bateman. ''Bengal** 
Billiards. Chap. Y— The Battle of Shurdington: the Bald upon the 
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"Tuck" stall. Chap. VI.— The Playground. Chap. VII.— Cricket. Chap. 
Mil. — Football. C9iap IX. — Athletics. Chap. X. - Miscellaneous Amuse 
ments. Chap. XI. — ^A Break-uu Supper. Cliap. XII. — A "Coxy Beast 
Chap. XUI.— The Chapel.— Prize Distribution. Chap. XIV.— Present 
Arrangements. — Conclusion . 

'*We have only further to say that we have derived much pleasure from the 
perusal of this book, and we cordially recommend all who are interested in the 
welfare of Cheltenham College to make themselves equally familiar with its con- 
tents." — Cheltenham Journal. 

" Beminiscences of Cheltenham is very much of the same character as Mr. 
Hughes' celebrated book, and will be read with hardly less eagerness by Chelto- 
nlans, than was the former by the old boys of 'Rughj."— Exeter d: Pivmouth Oazette. 

Woodin's Whimsies : Satiric, Oomic, and Fathetio. 

By "W. S. WooDiN. Fifth Thousand. Foolscap 8vo. Ornamental 
Boards. Price Is. 

** The volume deserves the warm welcome it is sure to receive from the many 
readers to whom Mr. Woodin's name and memories will commend it."Sunday 
Times. 

"The thousandth who have been amused by his clever impersonations will doubt- 
less be curious to see, or read, Mr. Woodin in the cliaracter of an author, d we 
undertake to say that no one will be disappointed." Yorkshire Post. 

Floriculture. Gontaining full directions for the 

cultivation of all the favourite Flowers, with their Height, Color, 
Habit, and Gr&ipth. By Georgb M. F. Glenny. Beautifully 
illustrated with coloured plates. Foolscap 8vo. Price Is. 

"TVe have little doubt that this will be found a most useful book to those 
people who couple a taste for gardening with a limited space in which to exercise 
it, and no small shu« of ignorance as to the pursuit itself. The amateur gardener 
is here instructed in the matter of garden soils generally, what tools are requisite, 
9fid how they are to be used. He is supplied with practical suggestions as to the 
cultivation of flowers generally, and especially florists' flowers. Even tibe poor 
Londoner whose horticulture is confined to a window-box is not forgotten." — 
London Review. 



Ballads and Songs of Derbyshire^ with Illustrative 

Notes, and Examples of the Original Music. With Frontispiece 
and Vignette. Edited by Llewellyn Jewitt, F.S.A. Elegantly 

Printed on Toned Paper. Crown Octavo. In handsome Cloth, Gilt 
'op. Price 7s. 6d. 

" Each ballad is prefaced with a short learned notice, giving an account of its 
age, antiquity, purpose, and general history, and marked with the learning, accur- 
acy, scholastic feeling, and good taste, which distinguish all that emanates from the 
pen, or is entrusted to the superintendence of Mr. Jewitt. A valuable contribu- 
tion to the ' Beliquees of Antient English Poets.'" — Press and St. Jame^ Chronicle. 

" The ballads are extremely curious and all deeply interesting. The collection 
is most interesting, and we look forward with pleasure to further results of the 
labours and researches of Mr. Jewitt." — Observer, 

''Bich in archsBoloe^cal iDaXter."—Athen(Bum. 

" The work is one of great interest, historically and socially."— T%« BookseUer. 

" A valuable addition to literature."— ilfomtng Star. 

" It is a volume which anyone who cares for the fast-fading local peculiarities of 
song and story wHl be glad to add to his collection." — Literary Chv>rchman. 
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SECOND EDITION. 

Memoir of the late Parkin Jeffoook, Civil and 

Mining Engineer, by his Brother, the Rev. J. T. Jbffoogk, M.A., 
Wolstanton Vicarage, Stoke-oo -Trent. With Portrait and illustra- 
tions. Crown Octavo. Neat Cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 

CoNTBNTS.— Chap. L — Schooldays. Chap. II. — Choice of a Profession. — The 
Church. —Putney CoUwe for Civil Engineers. Chap. III.— A Pnpil in Dur- 
ham. -Conversion to God. Chap. lY.—Moira.— Articled to Mr. Wood- 
house.— Improvement — Early Bising. — ^Work among Collier Lads.— Flower 
Show.— Yeomanry Cavalry at Doncaster. Chap. Y.— Partnendiip at Derby. 
— Institution of Civil Engineers. — ^Derbyshire Penitent Female Home. — 
Schools.— Lectures.— Inundation at Clay Cross. Chap. YL— Holiday at 
Campbeltown.— Grouse-shooting. —Sympathy with Bovs.— Treatment of Ser- 
vants. —Ragged Schools.— Fishermen.— Woodcock -snooting. —New Tear's 
Day in Scotland. Chap. YII.— Settles at Duffield.— Sunday School— Bible 
Calendar.— Lay and Clerical Conference for Prayer and Scripture Beading. 
— Professional Yisit to Sa&rbmck. — Continentid Sunday.— Gas Works. — 
Flower Show. — Monognun. Chap. YIII.— The Last Advent — ^Domestic 
Affections.— His Parents' visit — Order of the Day.— Faith. — CSirist's com- 
ing. — Sunday.— Young Men's Bible Class.— Parish Churchwarden. — No Par- 
tLnm.— Telegram from the " Oaks.** Chap. IX.— The exploring party at the 
Oaks Colliery. Chap. X.— The Sacrifice. 
** A very interesting Memoir." — Morning Star, 

** This Memoir will be appreciated by many of our readers, and particularly by 
those interested in Colliery working and management" — Mechanics' Ifaaaeine. 

" The Memoir of hia Ufe now presented to the public by Us brother, will be 
accepted with gratitude and read with deep interest — Colliery Ouardian, 

" Such a book as this Memoir of Parldn Jeff cock should be read by everyone who 
magines that no ^ood can come out of that ' Galilee of the Gentiles/ our North of 
England coid districts. It was right that the life should be written, and being 
written we hope most earnestly that it shall be as useful as it deserves."— -Xtterary 
ChtiTchman. 

" A well-written and most readable Memoir." — Church Newt. 
"The present Memoir has been written gracefully."— 1%« Chronicle, 
" Is admirably adapted for a School Prise, or for the Working Men's Club as 
well as for general readers." — Chwrch Opinion. 

** To-day I have had the pleasure and profit of reading one of the most 

instructive and useful pieces of biography I have met with for a long time. It is 

so truthful and natural, and exquisit^y simple in its telling I am sure the 

narrative itself is calculated to do good to clergv as well as laiiy.*'—-Extract from 
a Letter of the Eev. Daniel Moore, Incumbent qf Holy Trinity, FaddinffUm ; ami 
Oolden Leetwer, 

Sixth Edition, EnXarged^ Ulugtrated, Crown 4tto.', Price 6b. Cloth. 

A Manual of Wood Carving, containing upwards of 

130 Original and Selected Designs for the Guidance of Amateurs, 
and ixnparting all necessary information to Beginners in this Useful 
Art. By W. Bbmbosb, Jun. ; with Introduction, by Llbwilltnn 
Jewitt, F.S.A., &o., ko.f &o. 

' Wood Carving is one of the mechanical arts practised in the present day by 
amateurs of both sexes, and it is chiefiy to assist these that Mr. Bemrose's MsTnual 
is intended ; its plan is brief but comprehensive. The first plate exhibits the dif- 
ferent kind of tools necessary to the operation, and their uses are explained in the 
letter-press. This plate is followed by several others, consisting of Mouldinga, 
Panels, Tablets, Pilasters, Picture-frames, Furniture, both Domestic and Eoclesi- 
astical. each plate being accompanied by text describing the processes of carving 

the objects The examples are iirell selected, and engraved with much aocoia^ 

and delicacy."— .<lrt Jovmal. 
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*' This is a very useful book, more especially to amateur carvers — a rapidly in- 
creasim? class among us. The directions are plain and intelligible, and many of 
the illustrations are of great beauty." — Notes and QtieHes. 

" This useful Manual, as far as we can judge, rca y does give practical instruc- 
tions for learners — a point on which too many books break down, and are only 
to be comprehended by those who have no need for them. It shows how easily 
and inexpensively many adornments may be procured for our residences ; and the 
Chapter on Church Furniture, indicates a way in which the decent adorning of 
God's house may be forwarded in cases where money cannot be given. Clergymen, 
either for themselves, their families, or friends, will find hints as to thus utilizing 
any talent given, which we cannot think they will be slow to appreciate." — Gen- 
ii eman's Mdgaziiie. 

"The Manunl before us, which is chiefly intended for the instruction of learners 
and amateurs in the art, is superior to most works of the class we have seen, in the 

number and variety of examples of canring it gives, suitable for general use 

This Manual shows great taste in the getting up, and is published at a very low 
figure, considering the number of plates, and the amount of instruction it con- 
tains."— ^wiWiTiflf News, 

Fret Cutting and Perforated Carving, with Pr£|,ctical 

Instructions. By W. Bemrose, Jun., Author of '^Manual of Wood 

Carving." With Fifty- Kour Designs suitable for every description of 

useful and ornamental articles of Furniture and Ornament, with 

Practical Instructions in this pleasing art. Demy 4to. Neatly bound 

in cloth. Price 5a. 

** Worthy of the former work, ' Manual of Wood Carving,' by which our 

author is so favourably known. Amateurs liking to employ their time in fret 

cutting and pf.rfoiated carving will hi^re find suitable directions for the practice 

of this gracef\il yet useful art, laid down by one thoroughly master of its details. 

The illustrations are iuimitable, and the book is a marvel of cheapness."— Jo/in 

Bull 

"We can recommend it as containing many valuable practical hints for the 
amateur, and a number of good and useful designs for fret cutting. The book is 
elegantly got up, with illustrations and descriptions of tools necessary for the use 
of the learner. The designs are appropriate, and, considering their effectiveness, 
are not difiicult to work out. and, being applicable to articles of utility, the 
professional fret lutter will find them serxict Able."— Bvi/ding Neics. 

"In this admirably got up volume thoroughly practical directions are given 
whereby a graceful art may be acquired with a modera e m mount of practice. The 
designs are very varied, and mat y exceedingly pretty. The explanations 
are written in a lucid marnfr, ai d the descriptions of the few and inex- 
pensive to<»ls required are illustrated with engravings of the tools themselves. 
Mr. B^mrose's work should give an impetus to the acquisition by amateurs of the 
accomplishment of ' fret cutting.' which offers so much facility for the develop- 
ment of manual dexterity and taste."— City Press. 

"The book is excellent, as it contains the fullest instructions on every branch 
of the subject. "--Stor. 

" We have to noti(5e the appearance of a Manual of * Fret Cutting and Perforated 
Carving,' by W. Bemrose, Jun., (Bemrose), givmi? a description of the tools which 
the amateur will want and a number of patterns which he may copy. — Spectator' 

The Ferns of Derbyshire, Illustrated from Nature, 

with numerous Coloured Plates, Explanatory Diagram, Letter-press 
Description, &c. With a Preface by the Rev. Gerard Smith, B.A., 
of Osmaston, Ashborne. Crown Octavo. Price 3s. 6d. 

" All the species are elegantly and accurately figured, and the descriptions are 
▼eiT models of precision." — Gentleman's Magazine. 

'A small volume which we can cordially recommend to any Fern-loving tourist. 
iAr. Smith's Introduction is excellent, and we wi^h we had space for the very 
judicious remarks, in which he exhor'S lovers of Ferns to remember those that are 
to come after us ; and recommends all collectors to follow Dr. Grevill's proper rule 
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• mi 

— 4iever to gather a duplicate which is not complete enough for the Herbarium." — 
Notes and Queries. 

" The collection is extensive and complete, while the accuracy of form, detailed 
arrangement of parts and colour, are creditable alike to the judgment, the industiy, 
and the ski of the collector and the delineator. The plates have been most care- 
fully manipulated in every particular, and the fidelity with which the different 
genera and species are represented, is in the highest degree creditable to all con- 
cerned. The letter-press descriptions are succint and accurate, and the whole is 
got up in an efficient and elegant manner."— Livcrpoot AlMon. 

The History and Antiquities of Haddon Hall. Elus- 

trated by 20 Lithographs from Drawings by G. Cattermole, with an 
account of the Hall in its present state. Quarto. Price 5s. 

A Eecord of the Derbyshire Yeomanry Cavalry, from 

the first Formation of that Force in thS year 1794, till the Amalga- 
mation of the Independent Troops into a Corps on the 1st of April, 
1864. By Lieut. -Col. Colvile. Royal 8vo. Price 2s. 6d. 

Thirteen Etchings of Derbyshire Churches. By 

F. S. Every, Esq., comprising— Et wall, Egginton (Exterior and In- 
terior), Repton (Crypt), Dalbury (Exterior, Two Views), Dalbury 
(Interior), Qiiomdon, Brailsford, Mackworth, Old St. Alkmund's, 
Derby ; Knowle Church, Warwickshire. Quarto. In Wrapper, Price 
2s. 6d. 

Thirty-Three Etchings, comprising Landscapes, 

Ruins, Cattle, Scripture Subjects, Figures, &c., suitable for Scrap 
Books. By F. S. Evert, Esq. Price 2s. 6d. 

Through the Peak. Being a useful Hand-book for 

the Railway Traveller and the I ourist, between London and Man- 
chester, with Plan of Railways, showing Stations, Roads, Rivers, and 
Places of interest, Distance Tables, Outlines of Walks, &c. Illustrated 
with 48 Vignettes, and Plan of Railways. Price 6d. 

Bemroses' Derbyshire Guide and Hand Book, Grown 

8vo., Toned paper, profusely illustrated with Engravings, Litho- 
graphs, Woodcuts, &c., Map of the County. Containing every 
information for the Tourist and general reader. In the Press, 

Bemroses' Map of Derbyshire. Being the most 

recent Map pubhshed, corrected up to the present time from the 
best authorities. Price 6d. each, or in cloth case, Is. 

The Derbyshire Domesday Book. A Photo-Zinco- 

graphed Fac-simile of the Domesday Book for Derbyshire, with a 
hteral extension of the Latin text in modem type, an English Transla- 
tion, Index of Places, Names of Persons, and Illustrative Notes. By 
Llewellynn Jewitt, F.S.A. Imperial Quarto. [In the Press. 
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Britannia Depicta, containing Thirty-one views in 

Derbyshire, with brief description, Folio. Price £1 Is. 

Annals of Christ's Hospital. From its Foundation 

to the present time ; and of the original Conventual Church of the 
Grey Friars. By a Blub. Illustrated with Six full-page Photographs 
of tlie Building, taken expressly for this work by V. Blanchfu^. 
Demy Octavo. In handsome blue Cloth, extra Gilt ; Gilt edges. 
Price 10s. t)d. 

" The work is sure to be appreciated by "Blues.' "—Public Opinion. 

*' Will be heartily welcomed, not by old Blues alone, bnt by all who take an in- 
terest in one of the oldest and noblest charters in England."— C^urcA and StaU 
Review. 

The Ladies' Treasury. An Illustrated Magazine. 

New Series. Edited by Mrs "Warren. Royal Octavo, Cloth, gilt 
edges. Vols. I. and II. 4s 6d. each; Vol. III. 10s. 6d. ; Vol. IV. 6s. 6d. 
See Page 16. 

Splendidly Illtutrated with Plates and Wood Engravings. 

\*A few copies of Vols. /., //., IV., V., VIL, VIII., and IX. of (hs 
Old Seri£S are still on hand, and now offered at the r&dwced price of 4«. 
sack, or 2\s. for the seven volumes. 

The Reliquary, a Depository of Precious Relics — 

Legendary, Biog^phical and Historical ; Illustrative of the Habits, 
Customs, and Pursuits of our Forefathers. Edited by Llewellynn 
Jewitt, F.S.A., Member of the Archasological Institute of Great 
Britain and Ireland, &c. Vols. 1 to 8. Demy Octavo. Cloth, Boards. 
Price lis. 6d. each. Each Volume is complete in itself, and pro- 
fusely Illustrated with Plates and Wood Engravings. 

1^" The Work is also Published in Quarterly Parts, Price 2s. 6d. 

The co-operation of the clergy, country gentlemen, archaeologists, literary men, 
and of all who take an interest in the preservation of whatever is curious and In- 
teresting in any branch of historical and antiquarian knowledge, is earnestly re- 
quested for this work. From all, the Editor will be happy to receive commanica- 
tions and sketches^nd to open his pages for the reception of whatever is worthy 
of preservation. There is not a district in the whole of the kingdom but has some 
interesting matter connected with it, and there is scarcely an individual, but who, 
by observation, may come across something worth " making a note of," and he 
inU be glad to receive such from every source. 

In One Handsome Volume, Octavo, Cloth, Friue 10s. 6d. 
With 50 Engravings on Wood, by Llbwelltnn Jewitt, F.S.A. 

Ten Years' Diggings in Celtic and Saxon Grave Hills, 

in the Counties of Derby, Stafford, and York ; with Descriptions of 
the Crania and Pottery from the Mounds, &c. By the late Thomas 
Bateman, Local Secretary of the Society of Antiquaries ; Fellow of 
the Ethnological Society of London ; Member of the British ArchsBO- 
logical Association, &c. ; Author of " Vestiges of the Antiquities of 
Derbyshire,'* &c., Ac, Ac. 
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Memorials of Lichfield Cathedral. By the Bey. 

Mackenzie E. Walcot, D.D., of Exeter College, Oxford; Pre- 
centor and Probendary of Chichester Cathedral; F. RS.L., F.S.A., 
F.R.S.N.A. ; Member of the Royal Archaeological Institute of Great 
Britain and Ireland ; Memb. Corr. Soc. Franc. d'Archeol., Soc. des. 
Antiq. de Normandie, .&c. Demy Octavo. Price Is. 6d. 

Map of Derby and Litchurch, shewing New Streets, 

Town Improvements, (•tc, &c. Price Is. 6d. plain^ 2s. tinted^ Ss. 
folded and with Cab Fares. Post-free, 2d. extra. 



Illustrations of Scripture History from the Monu- 
ments of E^pt, Chaldaea, Assyria, and Babylonia. With a few Words 
on the Mosaic Record of Creation, and a short Account of the several 
Versions and Translations of the Bible. With Map. 12mo., Cloth, 
red edges. Is. 6d. 

"It is a book which may be unhesitatingly reconnnended for School and Parish 
Libraries, as well as for home use " — Literary Churchman. 

"This little book is the result of practical experience ; and there can be no ques- 
tion that it wiU be found exceedingly useful We can strongly recommend this 
handsome little volume." — Derby Mercury. 

" A sensible compendium of the results of recent monumental discoveries." — 
Oiuirdian. 

The New Double Acrostics. By A. A. T. Beauti- 
fully printed on Toned Paper. 18mo., Cloth extra, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

" A neat little volume in prose and verse." — Brighton Oaaette. 

" Contains a large number of exceedingly good acrostics."— TAe Ladies* Treasury. 

Flora Eepandunensis. The Wild Flowers of Eepton, 

with a list of the BIRDS and the MOTHS and BUTTERFLIES 
found in Repton and che Neighbourhood. With Frontispiece. 
Crown Octavo, Cloth neat, Price 3s. 6d. 

Miscellaneous Poems of Beebe Eyre. With Photo- 

\ graph of the Author. Crown Octavo, Cloth neat, Price 5s. 

The Goal Field of North Somersetshire. By S. W. 

Brice, B.A. Price 2s. 

Six Short Lectures delivered in the Evenings during 

Holy Week. By the Rev. RoBEKT Tyas, M.A. Crown 8vo. Limp 
cloth. Price Is. 

Contents.— Lecture I.— Judas betrays his Master. IL— The Apostles forsake 
Christ. III.— Peter denies his Lord. IV. John's fidelity to Jesus. V. — 
Joseph of Arimathsea's reverence for the Saviour. YL— The Scribes and 
Pharisees' malignity towards the Nazarene. 

A lew Words on Holy Communion; Addressed to 

those who do not regularly attend it. By a Lady. Just Published « 
For distribution, One Penny each, 32mo. 
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The Net Cast in Many Waters. Sketches from the 

Lives of Missionaries. Edited by Anne Mackenzie. Demy Octavo. 
Monthly Numbers, Id. each. Vols. 1866, 1867, and 1868, in hand- 
some Cloth, Price 2s. each. 

*' Highly interesting to those who take an interest in the great work of evange- 
lizing the world." — Durham County Advertiser. 

" Impossible to recommend too highly. Should be in all Sunday School 
Libraries." — Essex and West Suffolk Gazette. 

Melodies of the Heart. Poems by E. S. Hill, Author 

of " The Captive Maid." Crown 8vo., Cloth. Price 3s. 6d. 

The Choir Chant Book. New and greatly enlarged 

Edition, in large type and handy size containing 3^0 Single and 
Double Chants ; with Glorias, Kyries, and a Selection of Chants 
coupled for the Te Deum. Compiled by H. H. Bemrose, and 
arranged by W. Adlington, Organizing Master of the "Lichfield 
Diocesan Association for the Improvement of Church Music." Cloth, 
Price Is. 6d. Single Voice Parts, Treble, Alto, Tenor, and Bass, 
lOd. Qach. 

The Chorale Book; being a Selection of 211 Psalm 

and Hymn Tunes, to suit the metres of the most popular Hymn Books. 
In this Collection will be found the old Standard Tunes of our own 
Coimtry, with some of the best of more modem date, and specimens 
from the Chorale Books of Germany. I'hird Edition, Organ Score, 
2s. 6d. Paper cover ; Cloth neat, 3s. ; Single Voice Parts, Treble, Alto, 
Tenor, and Bass, Is. each. 

The Canticles, Lichfield Pointing, for Chanting, and 

divided into Bars corresponding with the bars of Chant Music. Large 
Type, 2d. ; or Is. 6d. per dozen. 

The Choir Hand-book, a useful Manual for Elemen- 
tary Training and Choir Practice, by W. Adlington. Treble and 
Alto in one Book, Price Is. Tenor and Bass in one Book, Price Is. 

Church Door Calendars. The set of 52, 2s. 6d. 

Suitable for giving Notices of Services, Lectures, & c. 

Service Tables. Is. 6d. per hundred, printed in red 

and black, to be filled in with the Chants, Hymn Tunes, &c. 

Bemrose's Preacher's Book. Printed and Ruled, for 

Register of Services, Sermons, Collections, &c. Foolscap Folio. Price 
5s. 6d., 8s., and 10s. 

Illuminated Letters for Church and School Decoration, 

printed in Two Colours, on paper, assorted to order. Size A, 6 inches 
in height, Is. per dozen. Size B, 3 J inches in height, 7d. per dozen. 

21, Paternoster Row, London ; and Derby, 
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First Latin Book: A New Latin Exercise Book. 

With Rules for Beginners, carefully Graduated and Simplified. By 
, the Rev. Thomas Kibe, M.A., St. John's College, Cambridge. 12mo., 
Cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Syntaxeos LatinsB necnon GrsBCSB Compendium. Li 

Usum ScholsB Repanduneusis Concinnatum. 12mo., Cloth, Price Is. 6d. 

Sisterhoods and Schools for Nurses. Ee-printed 

from the "Pall Mall Oa^tte" and '* Saturday Review." "V^^ith Notes 
by a Physician. Demy Octavo, Price Is. 

Secret Prayer a Great Eeality. By the Rev. Henry 

Wright, M. A. 3rd Ed. 32mo., Paper Wrapper, Price 3d. ; Cloth, 6d. 

The Holy Scriptures the Original Great Exhibition 

for all Nations, An AHesrory. By the Rev. Gerard Smith, M.A., 
Incumbent of Osmastou, Ashbome. 4d. 

Through the Trosachs, A Poem. By John Allen. 

12mo., Price 6d. 

My Dog. Being the Story of a Favourite Mastiff. 

By S. A. B. Price 6d. 
" I thought your little story beautifully told, and the impression of the Bog^s 
character strong and to the quick." — I>r. John Brovm, author of **Bdb and hi$ 
Friends." 

Claude Speccer ; and Waddles. Two Tales in One 

Vol., by Mrs. F. Marshall Ward. Royal 16mo., Cloth neat, 
Price Is. 6d. A Tale for Parents and Cliildren. 
Clauds FIpencbk. — "Parents and children may leamfrom the recital how much 
a pious mother's influence may have effect, not only on her own children, but upon 
others, by their example, when she has gone to her rest." — Nottingham Journal. 

Clacjdb Spencbr — "A most interesting and touching tale of domestic life, 
admirably adapted to stir the affections and excite the religious emotions of 
youth." — Nottingham Daily Ouirdian. 

Gerty Boss ; and Little Blue-Ooat Boy. Two Tales 

in One Vol. By Mrs. F. Marshall Ward. Royal 16mo., doth 
neat. Price Is. 6d. 

The Derby Bam. Published as public events re- 
quire it.. In Numbers, 3d. each. 

The Wild Beast from the Sea, or the Napoleon 

Dynasty, the seventh and last head of the Roman Empire. By the 
Rev. George French, B.A. Price 6d. 

The Poetical Casket. Containing Descriptive, Sen- 
timental and Sacred Poems. By Edwin Roberts. 12mo., Paper 
Wrapper, Price Is. 

The Cloud and the Beam. A Christmas Story, by 

Alfred Gardner. Second Ed. Crown 8vo. Illustrated. Price Is. 

21, Paternoster Row, Lmidon; and Derby, 
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HANDY MANUAL SERIES OF BOOKS FOR TOWN AND COUNTY. 



High Farming without Manure: Six Lectures on 

Agriculture. By M. George Ville, Professor of Vegetable Physi- 
o\< gy, at the Museum of Natural History, Paris. Showing the results 
of several years' experiments at the Imperial Farm at Vincennea, 
under the auspices of His Majesty the Emperor Napoleon III. 
Pjice Is. 

** Should be considted by every farmer in Ihig country;" — Staffordshire Oironicle. 

" The solution of a queation promising incalculable benefits to agriculture." — 
Bell's Messenger. 

** These lectures have one peculiarity in their favour to which many similar pro- 
ductions cannot lay claim ^o — 'they are not interspersed with complex extracts or 
professional terms.'" — Oatford University Herald. 

Turkeys, Geese, and Ducks : hoth for Pleasure and 

Profit. With Illustrations. New Edition. Is. 

Gattle in Health and Disease. The Dairy and the 

Milch Cow, with Kemedies for the Cattle Plague. By Thompson 

TOWNSEND. 1 s. 

On the Management and Preservation of Game and 

Ornamental Hirds, and the Laws relating thereto. With numerous 
Wood Engravings. 18mo., Price Is. 6d. 

Profitable Pigs : how to Breed, Feed, and make them 

Pay. With Illustrations. Is. 

The Dove-Oot and Eabbit Warren. Being a complete 

and comprehensive account of the various modes adopted in England 
and France for rearing Pigeons upon a profitable scale, together with 
the Belgi-in method of keeping 'and fattening Rabbits for the supply 
of the English market. With Illustrations. Price Is. 

Comfort for Small Incomes. By Mrs. Warren. 

Tenth Thousand. Crown Octavo, Price Is. 

Six Cookery Cards for hanging in Kitchens. ReU- 

able Rules for Cooking Fish, Meats, Game ; for making Sauces, Pastry, 
Sweets, Preserves. By Mrs. Warren. Third Edition. Is. the set. 

" One of the perplexing things In most of the Cookery books is the laxity with 
which quautities are spoken of la the directions given ; this is a fault of which 
Mrs. Warren is wholly guiltless. She leaves nothing to be ' guessed at.' All her 
instmcttons are precise, as such instructions should be, to be of any practical 
value. Servants are apt to be pig-headed, and to resent interference with their 
modes of doing their work ; but as many of them as keep Mrs. Warren s cards 
hanging in their kitchens, and acquire the habit of consulting them for direction, 
will certainly find 'thimrs go smoother' when cooking is to be done, with a 
chance of earning many a stray blessing from 'the master' besides.*'— T/t« Leader, 

21, Paternoster AW, London; and Derby, 
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The Art of Imitating. Oil Paintiiig:s, without a know- 
ledge of Drawing. By Mrs. Warren. With Eight Iilu^trations for 
Practising upon. Price Is. 6d. 

School Log Book. Buled as required under the New 

Code. Price 5s. 6d. 
Ditto with Lock. Price 8s. 

Game Book. Containing 100 leaves, Price 2s. 6d ; 

or with 150 leaves, Ss. 6d. 

Family Order Books. Containing 100 leaves, Price 

Is. 6d. Fifty leaves Is. 
Ditto with 250 leaves, Price 28. 6d. 

%* This will he found tlte easiest mode of keeping Account of Goods ordertd 
from Tradetrtien. 

Spirit Stock Book. Price Is. 

Bill Books. Payable and Eeceivable. In One. 

.Price Is. 

Receipt Books. (Lithographed). With 25 leaves, 

Price 6d. ; with 50 leaves, Is. ; with 100 leaves, 2s. 200 leaves, 4fi. ; 
250 leaves, 4s. 6d. ; 40U leaves, 6s. 

Bent Beceipt Books. Prices as above. 

Goods Delivery Books. Prices 2s , 3Sr, 3s. 6d., & 4s. 

Family Washing Book. Price 6d. each. 

Comic Envelopes. 4 Series, 6d. per Packet of 25, 

each Packet containing 12 humourous designs. 

Photographic Scrap Album. Twenty-four beautiful 

Lithographic Designs, in elegant cloth case, gilt edges, royal tjuarto, 
12s. 6d. Forty-eight designs, 21s. 

Ball Programmes and Dinner Cards in great variety 

of desigu. 
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OF THE 

BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER. 



The Arrangement of this Edition of the Book of Common Prayer removes 
all difficulty iu following the Services, not one word of which or of the 
Rubrics is altered or omitted, but the whole are printed in the order in 
which they are read ; the Services cm ihvs he followed with ease hi/ those un- 
acquainted wi'h Uiem, and the use of the Book is rendered more agreeable 
to those already conversant with it. 

The Book is paged throughout, and such is the arrangement, that the 
necessity of continually turning backward and forward is obviated. At the 
end of each day's Psalms and wherever any pages require to be passed 
over, a reference is given by which the reader may at once pass on to the 
part next to be used. 

The Morning and Evening Services are totally distinct, with their 
Psalms, Collects, &c. The Psalms for Proper Days appear in f uU in their 
proper order. 

The Litany, Communion Office, Creeds, General Prayers and Thanks- 
givings, are placed where they are used. The Collects where repeated, as 
in Lent, are printed again. , 

Figures are used instead of numerals, and Tables of Contents, with 
other directions render the use of the Book of Common Prayer perfectly 
simple. 

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

''This is an extremely elegant volume and admirably printed. As regards size, 
being neither inconveniently large nor provokingly small, and so arranged that you 
never turn back to a previous pa re in the course of the service. It is a very pretty 
and pleasinst edition of our Book of Common Prayer, quite irrespective of the 
special motive which has led to its peculiar arrangement." — Literary Churchman. 

"Ingenious work The principle of its arrangement is pretty clearly desig- 
nated by the title, its object beiner to present to the wor8hipx>er each service entire 
in Its natural sequence, without the necessity of turning perpetually backward and 
forhrard. This arrangement is carried out in every particular. We shall be much 
surprised if in a short time the 'Arranged as Said' version be not the normal ar- 
rangement." — Church and State Review. 

" The servic«^8 for Mornint): and Evening are arranged exactly in the order in 
which they come. The b>'Ok is very neatly printed, and is published at a lower 
price, if possible, than the ordinary Prayer Books. The borders of the pages and 
the initicd letters are especially worthy of praise." — Church Opinion. 

" A very compact arranged as said Edition of the Book of Common Prayer. 
Very skilfully, everything, ni> matter how small, is made in this book, as it were, 
consecutive. The book is not larger than an ordinary Prayer Book. People will 
find it a great boon." — Church Review. 

" The type is especially clear, and the head and tail pieces, and the initial letters, 
give to the whole a very tasteful appearance. If, therefore, our readers should 
wish to see the volume, and the pUn on which the senrices are arranged, they will 
lay their money out well." — Clerical Jou/mal." 

"Opening this 'Arranged as Said' Prayer Book with a strong prepossession in 
favour of our long-accustomed version, I yet am constrained to allow that this new 
gronping of the old parts has manifest advantages." — From the Editor of the Parish 
Magazine, Eev. J. Erskine Clarke, M.A., Vicar of St. Michael's, Derby. 

21, Paternoster Row, London; and Derby. 
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SPECIMEN PAGE.-A EDITION. 



MORNING IPRAYER. 



^ 7>i^» likewise he shall say^ 

O Lord, open thou our lips. 
Answer, And our mouth shall shew Forth 
thy praise. 

Priest O God, make speed to save us. 
Answer, O Lord, make haste to help as. 

U Here all standing up^ the Priest shall say^ 

Glory be to the Father, and to the Son : 
and to the Holy Ghost ; 

Answer, As it was in the beginning, is 
now, and ever shall be : world without end. 
Amen. 

Priest, Praise ye thp Lord. 

Answer, The Lord's Name be praised 

H Then shall he said or sung this Psalm following: except 
on Easter-Day, upon which another Anthem is appoinUxl; 
[Printed before the Proper Psalms on Easter-Day, Page 
136,] and on the Nineteenth day of every Month it is not 
to be read here^ but in the ordinary Course of the Psalms. 

" Venite, exultemris Domino, Psalm 95. 

COME, let us sing unto the Lord : 

let us heartily rejoice in the strength 

of our salvation. 

Let us come before his presence with 

thanksgiving : and shew ourselves glad in 

him with Psalms. 

For the Lord is a great God : and a great 
King above all gods. 

In his hand are all the comers of the earth: 
and the strength of the hills is his also. 

The sea is his, and he made it : and his 
hands prepared the dry land. 
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Ck)OD-FRiDAY. THE PSALMS. 



143 




19 But mine enemies live, and are mighty : and 
they that hate me wrongfully are many in number. 

20 They also that reward evil for good are 
against me : because I follow the thing that 
good h. 

21 Forsake me not, O Lord my God : be not 
thou far from me. 

22 Haste thee to help me : O Lord Go4 of my 
salvation. 

FifT ContiHtuttioH o/tke Service^ set Page 258. 

Psalm 22. Deus, Deusmeus. 

Y God, my God, look upon me ; why hast 
thou forsaken me : and art so far from 

my health, and from the words of my 

complaint ? 

2 O my God, I cry in the day-time, but thou 
hearest not : and in Uie night-season dso I take , 
Hv. rest 

3 And thou continuest holy : O thou worship 
of Israel. 

4 Our fathers hoped in thee : they trusted in 
thee, and thou didst deliver them. 

5 They called upon thee, and were holpen : 
they put their trust "in thee, and were not con- 
founded. 

6 But as for me, I am a worm, and no man : 
a very scorn of men, and the out-cast of the 
people. 

7 All they that see me laugh me to scorn : they 
shoot out their lips, and shake their heads, saying, 

8 He trusted in God, that he would deliver 
him : let him deliver him, if he will have him. 



Bindings op Edition B. 

French calf, limp. 

Morocco, neat. • 

with rims and c 
extra, with rims 
&c., &o. 
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SERIAL PUBLICATIONS 



DIONS. H 



How to Use the Barometer, Castrated with Five 

Plntoi nod Eogra™«» on Wood, aadgnod lo noari Domeriodl; and 

KSTDMnier, Earn 0.«B». Ooud., Wirtfl, &«.. with » C'K*^'''. 
1, tumer, ■allor, lie., 

The Daily Calendar ; being the Oheapest, Oleanert, 

and Bert D»U CWoikIm in nw. Om p*s» torn off for e»oh day. 
Prioo Ir. (Annual.) 

The Monthly Diary, in Twelve Monthly Parta, the 

mnvt oommodimu luid iineful Diory for I^ly or flentlemaB, or for 
hiidueu purpowB. Oro pB«e for eacb daj. jmotod and nilwl, 
PricB U. LoatberCnuMioraitto,!*., l».6d.,(uui2B. (Anuual.) 

The Parish or Household Almanack, sine 30 inches 

by 20 inohoi. a.id 20 l-y I'ii in two colon; with daily toxts, io 
wood ongfBrinsB: iJ«o spoeiallT adapted for the in«rtion of loatl 
«dapeBM«»ndo>atler- TwTM and apeoifflBOson applioation. (Anoual. 

The Derbyshire Red Book and Almanack, an indis- 

penBible Handy Bodk- containing, betddM the oeuai oontoot* of »n 
klmanaok. a li.|r« amount of iroportftOt Muu-il and rther Connty 
informati™.. to bl met mth uo wUero olao M to Pubho Bod^o, Com- 
SKis tho A«rioult;,re Mil Tradi of th« County, *o. Illu.lmtod 
•ritb Uof, HO. rritw Is. (Annual.) 

The Wet Oaat in Many Waters. A Monthly Mis- 

doitary Journal. Eldited by Anne MackMWO. Odo Psnny. See page 8, 

The Ladies' Treaanry. An Ulnatrated Monthly 

Magiuine. Nlneponce Uonthly. See [>•«•& 

The Eeliqnarr. A Quarterly Journal. Edited by 

Lmwsllwk Smnrt, F.8.A., «t«. Price 2«. 6d. See pege 7. 
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